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The Darkness 


Duff's POV 


The fighting and screaming next door has been going on for over an hour. Things have been smashed against 
the walls, glass has been broken, bodies have been thrown against the walls, punches and kicks have been 
exchanged all interspersed with a heated argument about the amount of money being spent on the tour, about 
Slash fucked some girl back stage and how Axl considered that to be cheating on him,and then Axl accusing 
Slash of still being in love with Izzy. Axl screaming about how Slash doesn’t love him enough, Slash yelling that 
Axl doesn't know anything about love and throwing the whole Izzy thing in his face again, how if he knew what 
love and friendship meant Izzy would still want to be here. (We can all tell that Izzy's only here in body right 
now, his heart and mind are god knows where; they've been gone since he and Slash broke up). That's when 
things got really physical. | could hear the punches and slaps and the kicks and | could tell Slash was getting the 
worst of it because he just wouldn't hurt Axl the way Axl would hurt him. Slash didn't lose control that way. 
Then there's scuffling and Axl yelling that if Slash wants to cry like a bitch he'll find out what it means to be 


one. 


Then there's more fighting and begging and crying out and grunting and Axl'x laughing darkly and it sounds of 
pure evil and Slash is screaming into something, probably a pillow. It's a pain filled, horrified, broken sound. This 


has got to stop. | throw open my door to find Izzy getting ready to pound on it so | step back and he's got a 
bruised face and is begging me to make what's happening next door stop and then | heard Slash yell in pain 
again only louder and start to sob and | heard Axl growl and that was it, this was too much. "What happened 


to your face?" | ask Izzy." 


"Earl hit me, he won't move from the door! | look at Earl, Axl's security guard, who looks a little roughed up 
and is standing in front of the door with his arms crossed. "MOVE," | say angrily as | | walk next door. 


"| was instructed not to move for anyone or anything, he says shrugging. 
"Axl's fucking raping him dude, get the fuck out of the way!" | hiss through clenched teeth. 


"No, Earl says shrugging, "their arguments are not my problem, not what | get paid for. | decked Earl, who is 
bigger than me and Izzy kicked him in the balls while he was busy with me and we both kicked him hard in the 
ribs to make sure he didn't get back up and then we took his keycard to Axl's room and opened the door and 


burst into the wrecked hotel room. 


"Stop!" | screamed. Slash saw me and Izzy and turned his face away from us in shame. Axl had him pinned flat 
to the bed on his stomach, hands bound with that stupid bandana Axl wore on his head and Axl was on top of 
him grunting and thrusting and making him bleed and Slash was silently crying into the bed , screaming when 
Axl started to move faster. Axl saw me but he never stopped until | walked across the room and physically 
picked him up off of Slash and threw him into the wall. He lay on the floor, breathless and glaring at me. "What 
the fuck do you think you're doing you crazy son a bitch? | ask him? 


"Giving the whiny bitch what he deserves!" Axl growls and actually gets up and moves back towards the bed. 


"If you move or touch him | will beat your head into the side of the bathtub until it is nothing but a pulp do 
you understand me?" | roar at Axl stepping towards him. He retreated back towards the wall and | walked over 
to the bed and picked up Slash. Izzy had pulled his pants back up over his hips and | carried him out of the 
room; Izzy grabbing his wallet and his suitcase on the way out. He hadn't even gotten them moved from next 


to the door before the fight started. 


| take Slash into Izzy's room and lay him down on the bed and he curls up into a tight ball, still crying but 
silent now. There's blood coming from everywhere, his face, deep scratches on his arms, just everywhere. "I'll 
be right back, I'm going to clean you up and get you some ice," | tell him. It will give him and Izzy a chance to 


be alone for a second too. 


Izzy and Slash were lovers for a long time until Axl couldn't stand it anymore and had to take the one thing 
that Izzy loved that wasn't Axl, Slash. It didn't help that Slash was absolutely devastated by losing Izzy (in part 
to some heavy manipulation by Axl, he broke the two of them up). Slash coped by numbing himself with smack 
and booze; so did Izzy. Then somehow Axl got Slash to sleep with him and some sort of relationship came out 
of that, but Axl did nothing but abuse Slash physically and mentally. Why in the hell he put up with it was 


beyond me. If | was Slash | would have gone running back to Izzy months ago, God knows Izzy's still loves him, 


his heart's been breaking for Slash since he caught he caught him in the kitchen one morning being given a 


hand job by Axl. But Izzy's got pride and he cut Slash out totally. 


Slash sat outside of Izzy's bedroom door for days crying and begging him to just listen to what he had to say, 
to what had happened in the kitchen, but Izzy wouldn't open the door and wouldn't speak to Slash at all. Slash 
was broken. Izzy was broken It was the perfect opportunity for Axl to step in and sweep Slash right off his 
feet, make him fall for him, and then treat him like shit all so that Izzy could see the whole thing happening. 
Axl is a sadistic mother fucker like that. Now, don't get me wrong, | think he genuinely wanted to be with Slash, 
but it was partly motivated to show Izzy that if he himself couldn't have Izzy than he would take whatever 
Izzy had until he had nothing. I'll stick with girls for the time being, too much drama fucking your band mates. 


| go into the hallway and fill up the ice bucket and come back in and wet several hand towels with cold water. 
By the time | get back to the bed Izzy's untied Slash's hands and has covered him up from the waist down He' 
sitting next to him running his fingers over the cheek that isn't busted open and whispering that it's going to 
be ok, that he's going to take care of him. Slash isn't fighting it. Good. Bad thing is he's just crying although | 


don't know what | expect. 


| sit down next to him and hand some of the ice and the rags and towels to Izzy. Izzy slowly, carefully starts 
to wipe away the blood on Slash's face. Axl hit him with hands full of rings so his skin is broken in several 
places; he has two black eyes. | fill two towels with ice and hold them to his poor eyes. He just lays there and 
lets the cold cloth lay on his face. | make another compress for his left cheek which has been busted open 


pretty badly and another for his lip. His tooth is chipped and Izzy tells him. "I know Izz," Slash whispers. 


Izzy and | clean the deep scratches on his arms and rub antibiotic cream on them, we keep tons of the stuff 
around because we're always slicing our hands and fingers open on our strings. | call down to the front desk 
and ask for a roll of bandages which they quickly send up and we wrap his arms. "Do you want your ribs x- 
rayed?" | ask. 


"No, they're just bruised or cracked, nothing anybody can fix," Slash answers in a tearful, small voice. 


I'm going to bind them then ok? I've got ace bandage in my suitcase from when | wrecked my knee," Izzy tells 
him and goes to dig through his suitcse for the bandage. 


"Ok," Slash whispers. 

"Will you let us take you to the hospital?" | ask him. 

"No, no hospitals!"Slash answers, his tears spilling over again. Izzy's instantly back at his side; holding his hands 
and talking to him quietly. Slash immediately settles down when Izzy comforts him; knowing that he's safe with 


Izzy. | stand up and sigh. 


"Slash, I'm going to leave you with Izzy because he's going to have to take your pants off so he can clean you 


up... 


"I know," he cuts me off. "It's ok Duff." | just look back at him helplessly. | still have the keycard to Axl's room, 
| think there just might be a certain redheaded singer who needs to get to know my fists a little bit better 


this evening. 


"Ok, I'll see you in the morning, or later tonight if you need anything alright? Just knock on my door. 


"Thanks Duff," Slash mumbles through his swollen lips, moving the ice pack enough to talk. "Thanks for getting 


me out of there.” 


"Yeah, any time. Good night. Night Izzy." With that | turn and leave the room. 


Never Gonna Let You Go Again 


Izzy's POV 


When Duff finally walks out | let the tears that have been threatening to slide out from under my eyelids all 
night go. | look at my former lover laying in front of me, a limp, beaten, broken thing and I'm totally 
devastated. How could anyone do this to him? Especially someone who claimed to love him? Then | remember it 
was Axl and | need no explanations. I've been there myself. That's probably why Slash is laying here like this 
anyway, | left Axl in Indiana after years of his abuse and came to LA. Axl of course followed and five years 
later we're one of the biggest bands in America. One night | seduced Slash, who had never been with a man, 
into my bed. Things between us were electric, his touch burned me like fire from the first time my lips 
touched his but there was also something else, there was a sweetness, an innocence in his heart that | fell 
totally head over heels for. | wanted to take care of him and love him from that first night on. It was just 
supposed to be a one night thing, a conquest, just to see if | could get him to fuck me; but it wasn't for 
either one of us. He could hardly get it out of his mouth that first night we were together but when 
everything was over he didn't want me to leave his bed and | didn't want to go. It wasn't long before | told him 
| thought | was in love with him, and | was terrified he would freak the hell out, before this he had a 
reputation for having multiple women per night. But he had just looked at me and smiled and said "I love you 
too Izzy," and things were wonderful for months after that. It was the first relationship either of us had been 
in for a while and a relationship with another guy was a first for us both. | was the only man Slash had ever 
been with and although | had slept with other guys none of them had ever reciprocated my feelings. We were 
both floating on a cloud of what fucking felt like love. 


Then Axl tried to get me to sleep with him one night and | wouldn't and that was it, from that moment on he 

spent his every waking moment flirting with Slash. Onstage he'd be all over him; laying his head on his shoulder 
and singing, grinding on his ass, kissing his neck just out of view of the audience and the fans fucking ate it up! 
One night he finally went too far and slid his hand under the waist band of Slash's pants and Slash, being young 
and more or less always horny got a major boner which freaked him the fuck out and caused a huge fight 


between us. 


Slash resisted Axl's advances, he stayed close to me, trying never to be alone with Axl; until one morning Axl 
cornered him in the kitchen. | don't know what happened but when | walked in Axl had Slash pressed against the 
kitchen counter, Slash's cock hard in Axl's hand. Slash was groaning and pressing himself into Axl in a way I'd 
only ever seen him do when | touched him and | lost it. | hit Axl and threw him into the wall, | punched and 
kicked him into the floor while Slash tried to stop me but | turned on him and beat him too. Slash wouldn't 
fight me back though; he just looked at me and gave me a pained look and said "No Izzy, its not what you 
think, please!" but | wouldn't hear it. | slammed his head back into the refrigerator so hard that Duff ended up 
having to take him to the emergency room because | had given him a concussion. He begged me again to listen 
to him but | wouldn't. | got up and left my baby doll bleeding on the floor. The image of him laying there 
gripping my shirt, pleading with me to listen to him, has haunted me for months. 


| left him lying there and stomped up the stairs and threw all of Slash's shit out of my bedroom and into the 


hall, sent Duff to check on Slash, and then locked myself into my room to get high. Later that night, when Duff 
brought him home from the hospital after getting his head checked out Slash came and sat outside my door 
begging me to forgive him and let him in but | wouldn't. He sat there for days and slept outside my door at 
night, pleading with me to talk to him, trying to tell me what had happened, but | wouldn't listen. | wouldn't 
forgive him or take him back or anything. He only left my doorway to go score smack and shoot up or use the 


bathroom. But | didn't care. I'd just step over him and ignore him when | needed to leave the room. So he ended 


up with Axl. 


Their relationship was volatile from the beginning because Slash knew he'd been manipulated and he still loved 
me and God how | still loved him, but | couldn't forget what | had seen, what | had heard, and | was too proud 
to take him back. God damnit, what an idiot | am, why didn't | just suck up my humiliation and my hurt and 
forgive him? Take him back? I've never even been sure of what really happened that morning, why wouldn't | 
just let him explain? | would never have wanted this! | drove him straight into Axl's arms. This thought causes 
more tears to spill over my cheeks. I'm kind of glad Slash can't see my face right now, although not because 
he has two black eyes. | draw in a deep shuddering breath and reach up and stroke his hair. "Don't cry Izzy," 
he whispers. Of course he knows I'm crying; he can tell by my silence and my breathing. "Just, help me please? 


It hurts so much Izzy. don't know what he did but it really hurts." 


"Slash I'm so sorry this happened. | know it hurts. I've been there remember? With Axl and Nikki. Believe me; | 
remember what the pain feels like. | so never wanted this to happen to you. It was one of the things | wanted 
to keep you safe from. No one should ever have to feel this. | especially never wanted it for you. You were so 
innocent. I'm so sorry | pushed you away baby doll. If | hadn't you would never have been in this situation!" | 
hold him gently and bury my face in his curls, kissing the side of his face. l'm so sorry." He winces when he 
hears me call him baby doll. 


"No Izzy, its not your fault, don't cry baby, don't cry," he whispers. | straighten up; he shouldn't be 
comforting me right now, that's my job at the moment. This isn't about me; something terrible has happened 
to him. | need to stop crying and help him. 


| suck my breath in again and let it out slowly, steadying my voice and stopping the tears. | look down at him 
and tell him what | should have told him months ago: "I love you Slash, | never stopped. Not for a minute. I'm 
going to take care of you, you're safe here with me; don't worry. I'll never let him anywhere near you ever 
again l'm just always going to wish | hadn't been such a prick about what happened. It's not like | haven't ever 
been sucked in by Axl, | know what he does and how he operates. l'm just sorry | pushed you away and | want 


you to know that. I've been dying inside without you." 


He's quiet for a second. "I still love you too Izzy, tm always going to love you, | never stopped You weren't the 
only person dying inside | should have pushed Axl away harder that morning in the kitchen but all of a sudden 
he was just there and his hand was down my pants and the other one was over my mouth and then you were 


standing there and | don't know Izzy...” 


| put my finger on his lips. "No, enough, all of that's over and in the past. I've got you now and l'm gonna take 


care of you, roll over onto your stomach ok?" He nods at me. | ease his jeans off his body; there's a huge, 


bloody stain thats spread across them. "Jesus Christ," | whisper. Slash is a mess. Axl did like a Nikki number 
on him, I'd hate to think of what would have happened if he'd been left to do what he'd wanted for as long as 
he wanted. If Duff hadn't pulled him off this would be so much worse. | say a silent prayer thanking whatever 
God there is for friends like Duff. 


"That bad huh?" Slash says quietly as | gaze at his ruined body. 
"No beautiful, its ok," | lie to him and start to clean some of the blood off of his back. 
"Don't lie Izzy, | can hear it in your voice," he tells me quietly. 


| sigh. "It's bad. It could be a lot worse but its bad. Just let me clean you up some so | can see better." He's 
covered in blood and semen (Axl came and was still going?) and bruising and his opening is torn all to hell. | get 
all the blood cleaned off his back and his legs and the swell of his hips and then I'm not sure how to touch him 
and not hurt him. "Do you want me to do this with the towel or do you want to take a shower and let the 
water run over you? Its going to hurt either way but what do you want? | know | didn't want to be touched 


after Nikki did this to me. What do you want me to do sweetness? 


"Umm, a shower | guess, | want the smell of him off of me. But | need your help Izz, | can't walk or stand by 
myself very well, it hurts too much. Everything hurts, even breathing hurts because of my ribs. How did you 
drive home after Nikki did this to you?" Slash asks. 


"| don't know," | whisper, "I just had to | guess, or stay there and he would hurt me again. Fear, adrenalin, | 
don't know. Come on beautiful, I'll clean you up, wash your hair the way you like, just like | used to, and I'll do 


the best | can to make you stop hurting ok?" 


"Ok," he whispers and | reach under his chest and help him to his knees and then to his feet. We begin a slow 
shuffle across the room to the bathroom, which takes forever because he can hardly walk without causing 
pain to shoot through himself from somewhere on his beaten body. By the time we get to the bathroom 


he'sweating and crying. 


"| need a hit Izzy, please, there's some stuff in my bag. Just make it stop hurting," he pleads with me. "Ok," | 
say quietly. "| have some stuff too, pretty high grade shit | got when we were in Texas." Sometimes being a 
dope addict comes in handy; like now when Slash needs major pain killers but | don't have any. Smack works just 
as well if not better than most pain killers except for the really heavy duty stuff. | cook up a fix in the 
blackened spoon | keep in my bag of toiletries and shoot it into his arm and he slumps against me. | gave him a 
lot too, the less he can feel, the better. | stand him up, open the toilet and sit him back down so he can go if 
he needs to and get the hot water started in the shower. Then | give myself a hit of the smack too; just not 
as much as | gave Slash. I've got to stay awake and take care of him but cooking it and giving it to Slash 
makes me crave it. | shoot it into a vein on the top of my foot and a few seconds later that,familiar blissful, 


warm numbness runs through me. 


Once the shower's ready | stand Slash up and flush the toilet, closing the lid and putting down a few towels for 


us and practically carry him into the shower stall. | push his body into the pouring stream of hot water and 
get his hair wet. | pick up the bottle of hotel shampoo and pour some into my hands and begin to massage it 
into his hair. His back is leaning against my chest and | can feel him relax against me. | massage his scalp and 
clean his black curls and then turn him around and rinse the soap off. | grab the conditioner | and do the same 
thing and he moans quietly under my fingers as | rub the conditioner into his scalp and he smiles a lite. | 


remember how much he loves to have his hair washed and he's still ridiculous about it. 
"You ok?" | ask him. 
"Yeah, that just feels good; | love it when you wash my hair." 


" | remember," | tell him chuckling. | rinse his hair and dry his eyes and then wet the rag and cover it in soap 
and wash his face, his ears, under his arms, his neck, his chest, and the rest of his body. | try to touch him 
as softly as | can, knowing he's hurting and that's when | see that his body's covered in bruises in various 
states of healing. Jesus, he's not just hurting from today; this is who knows how many days of bruises. 
There's even an obvious bruise in the middle of his cock where I'm guessing Axl squeezed him to make him 
scream. He winces when | touch him and | ask if I'm hurting him or if he wants me to stop, not to touch him 
there. He tells me it's fine, it just hurts. | rub the soap through his pubic hair, getting the smell of Axl's hands 
and mouth off of it. Finallly | have no choice but clean him where he's been hurt. "You ready baby?" | ask him. 


"Yeah he sighs, leaning his arms against the front of the shower stall for support and spreading his legs to 
give me good access. | soap up the rag some more and warn him that l'm going to touch him and it's going to 
hurt. He just nods and bites down on his lip even harder. | spread his cheeks. God I'm glad for the heroin 
flowing through both of our veins right now. "Slash, are you sure you don't want to go to the hospital? Get 


some stitches? Make sure there's no internal tearing?" 


"No, no hospitals ok? You didn't go to one and you were fine, | don't want to go and explain this either. Just let 
it heal and keep me good and high. I'll be fine too." | just nod | want him to see a doctor because | love him and 
| want to make sure he's really ok, but | know | didn't want it either. | was afraid but | took care of myself and 
| yes, | was fine. The physical injuries healed, the mental ones not so much and they're coming back at the 
moment looking at what Axl did to my beautiful, sweet, lover. | kneel down behind him and gently clean the 
blood off of him so that | can actually see what's bleeding and what's not. He hisses at the pain and I'm sorry 
for it but | need to see. Ok, two large tears, one on the top corner and one on the bottom. Axl must have been 
leaning to the left and pushing towards the right instead of straight in. Fucker, he knew better. He did this to 


hurt. In my opinion Slash could use a few stitches but | know he won't go to the hospital. 


"Slash, do you feel like you're getting any weaker or like you want to pass out or anything? Like you're losing 


blood? Does anything hurt inside your belly?" 
"No, it just hurts back there. Not so much now, the smack helped,” he sighs. 


"Does the right side hurt more?" | ask. 


"Yeah, he was pushing that way at first and then he got centered" 
| sigh. "He knew that would hurt you." 


"Yeah, | know, he did it on purpose. This isn't the first time this has happened Izzy, it's just the first time it's 
been this bad, where I've gotten beaten this badly.’ 


"He's raped you before? | ask immediately trying to look into his eyes before remembering they're almost 
swollen shut. But Slash opens them a little and | can see a tiny bit of his sweet brown eyes. 


"Raped? | don't know. Made me do things | didn't really want to do, tied me up and had sex with me, yeah, but 
not after arguing like this, not so violently, not really But he's never gone this far.. He gets off on hurting me 
though," Slash sighs and turns his head back towards the shower wall. | finish cleaning him up and stand up and 


turn him around rinsing the soap off of him. 


He rests his head on my shoulder so | slowly put my arms around him. I'm afraid he'll pull away but he 
doesn't. | nuzzle my face into his hair where he's leaning on my shoulder and reach up and stroke his curls and 
his upper arms where's he not bruised. "I love you Slash, l'm sorry baby doll. 'm sorry | didn't believe you. l'm 
sorry for breaking your heart. l'm sorry Axl hurt you too." 


His arms move around me. "I love you too Izzy. I'm not upset with you. The past is the past. I'm always going 
to be here and I'm always going to love you, if you let me. | never wanted to stop anyway. You won't leave me 


again will you Izzy?" he asks tentatively. 


"No baby doll, | won't leave you again, not ever again. | promise," | tell him and kiss his cheek since his lips are 
swollen and busted. After having him back for less than an hour | know that | would kill anyone that tried to 


get between us now. I'll never, ever make the mistake of letting him go again 


Time for a Little Revenge 


Author's Notes: 
To satisfy all the cries for Axl's blood! 


lzzy 
Slash and | stand under the hot water holding each other for a few minutes until he says "Iz, I'm so sleepy." 


"Ok, angel, let me get you out of the shower," | say and softly kiss the top of his head | turn the water off 
and help him out of the shower and grab one of the towels off of the toilet lid and gently dry his face and 
hair with it. Then | dry the rest of him and grab some of the lotion off of the sink that the hotel gave us. | 
rub some into his skin, it smells good and any smell other than sex is welcome at a time like this; | remember 


drenching myself in cologne trying to get the smell of Nikki Sixx off of me even after I'd showered. 


| give Slash a sleeping pill, heroin or not it's not very easy to fall asleep with ice packs all over your body. | 
help him shuffle back to the bed which is easier since the smack is numbing him. | lay a dry towel under him 
to absorb the water that will inevitably melt out of the ice packs that he's going to need and fill several 
baggies (which Duff had the front desk bring up with the bandages for Slash's arms) with ice and bind them 
to Slash's ribs with the ace bandage from my suitcase | had been using on my knee when | hurt it riding my 
bike a few weeks before. He sucks in his breath at the cold but doesn't complain. "If you fall asleep its alright 


baby, you're on the bed, you don't have to move, I've got you ok? I'll make sure you're taken care of" 


"Thanks Izzy, Axl would never help me, never take care of me, even if he was the one who caused the bruises, 
he wouldn't help me. He'd just tell me to stop being a pussy...” 

Slash's voice drops off in sadness. | kiss him softly on the forehead and his eyes crinkle a little at the corner 
and his mouth curves up some and | know he's smiling. Drifting, but smiling. That's ok, he's better off drifting 
than having to deal with this full force. | dig a soft t-shirt out of his suitcase and sit him up and slide it on 
him so there's another layer between the ice and the bed. He helps a little but he's pretty much asleep. | put 
more antibiotic cream on his arms and re-bandage those. | roll him over on his side where | can see and | 
move back down to finish dealing with his wounds. The tears in his skin have stopped bleeding, that's good and 
no more blood is running out from inside of him which means everything has clotted off. | grab the tube of 
the antibiotic cream and rub it carefully into the tears in his opening. He winces a little. "I'm sorry honey," | tell 
him, "but you don't want to get an infection there." 


"IFs ok, | know it's going to hurt. Good god damn thing we're guitar players and carry that fucking cream 
everywhere with us because we're always tearing open our fingers with the strings," he says half -heartedly 


joking. 


lm trying to be as gentle as | can but | need to make sure it gets in there ok?" 


"Yeah, | know," he says through gritted teeth.” | finish up with the cream, rubbing a little inside of him too 
which causes him to clench down in pain but he knows why | have to and then | make another bag of ice and 
wrap it in a wet rag and lay it between his cheeks. | lay another one in the front where his penis is bruised 
and he squirms but | tell him it has to stay there. Then | pull some boxers onto him to hold all of the ice 
packs in place. | finish by making two more ice packs for his eyes and face. The hotel is fancy so it left us 
those ridiculous silk sleep masks on our pillows but this proves to be useful for holding the ice packs on 
Slash's eyes and the other | can only lay across his cheek and mouth. "Can you breathe ok?" | ask him. 


"Yeah, he missed my nose somehow." 

"That's because he gave the side of your face a handful of rings," | answer. 

"Yeah, | guess so.." he says dozing. | let him sleep. The heroin and the sleep meds ought to keep him out for a 
while and he needs the rest to heal. He's felt enough pain tonight to last the rest of his life. Finally | pull the 
sheet up over him and the blanket and tell him to sleep. | think he probably won't hear me and is already 
asleep but he reaches for me. "Stay with me Izzy," he begs. 

"You know | am, l'm just going to wash my hands and brush my teeth ok? I'll be right back" 

Ok," he whispers. | go in the bathroom, cry through brushing my teeth, taking a piss, washing my hands, 
throwing a t-shirt and underwear on and then go wrap myself around the beaten body of the man | love. The 
man | should have been there to protect tonight, the man | should never have thrown out of my bed in the 
first place. 'm such an asshole. "G'night Izzy, | love you, thank you " he whispers. 

'| love you too beautiful.” 

"Not so beautiful right now," he says and | see tears start to flow." 

"Hey, you don't have to cry sweetness, you're always beautiful to me." 

"That's not why, l'm just crying, it's just too much not to cry." 

"Then cry all you want baby, I'm here to hold you." 

"That would be good; just hold me Izzy, and rub my hair." | do what he asks and pull him onto my chest and 
hold him as tightly as | can without hurting him and run my other hand through his black curls. He sobs for a 
long time until it's hard for him to breathe. | sit him up so that the fluid can drain out of his head and he can 
blow his nose. Then | held him close to me again sitting up while he cries some more. Finally, all cried out, he 


began to doze in my arms. 


"Come on baby doll, lay down now, and go to sleep and let me put some more ice on you ok?" 


"Ok," he agrees. He was asleep the second his head hit the pillow. | changed the ice packs in his underwear and 
around his ribs and | laid fresh ones on his face. Then | laid down next to him and turned off the lights, 
covering us both and draping my arm across his chest. When | was sure he was really asleep | quietly stood 
up and put my pants back on, grabbed my key and left the room. | walked two doors down and quietly knocked 
on Duff's door. He opened it and we stepped out into the hallway. 


"How is he?" Duff asks. 
"He's ok, | gave him some smack and a sleeping pill so he's out for a few hours," | answer. 


"You know he's only ok because you were there for him right? Because you weren't being an asshole to him 
like you have been for the past few months?" 


"Don't rub it in Duff, | already feel so guilty, don't make it worse! Do you think | don't know that if | had just 
let him explain what happened that day, if | had just believed him that this wouldn't have happened? Do you 
think that | don't feel like a piece of shit enough already? Don't you think | know this whole fucking thing is my 


fault?!" | yell, my voice cracking with tears. 


"Hey, Izzy, that's not what | was saying! What | was saying was that you can't shut him out again ok? 
Especially right now! Ok? What happened wasn't your fault; why would you think that?" 


"Because Duff, it was me Axl was trying to get to all those months ago, it was me who pushed Slash away, me 
who more or less made him open to the idea of being with a guy, me who dumped him and left him there for 

Axl to swoop in and snatch up! If | had had just listened to what he was saying Duff and never left him | could 
have saved us both a whole lot of misery," | tell Duff. 


"Yeah but Izz, you didn't make Axl do the things he's done to Slash. You didn't make him beat him and you 
didn't make him kick him in the ribs with his steel-toed boots on and you didn't make him tie Slash up and fuck 
him after a beating like that! Axl did all of those things on his own, what happened has nothing to do with you 
Izzy, it doesn't matter what went on between you and Slash, you don't do the things Axl did to your partner; 
you don't do them to anybody! Well, unless you're beating them because they did something like that to your 
friend, when revenge is involved its a whole different story..Duff says and trails off. | just look at him, he's 
right about Axl being responsible for his actions but l'm always going to feel guilty for not listening to Slash 
and not protecting him from Axl. 


"Duff, do you believe what Slash said about what happened that night in the kitchen?" | ask him. 


"Yeah Izz, | do, | always have, | told you that when it happened. Even when he started sleeping with Axl it 
wasn't what he wanted. You know that night he was throwing up in the bushes when came home? He was out 
there because Axl had fucked him and he ran away afterwards while Axl was in the bathroom. He was so 
upset with himself for letting it happen. Even that night the only person he could think about was you so don't 
think he was all hot for Axl and couldn't control himself in the kitchen that morning. | think what Slash told us 


about Axl coming up behind him and covering his mouth and sticking his hand down his pants is exactly what 


happened” | nod at Duff. My hatred for Axl builds even more. "Come on," Duff says, "we've got a redhead to 
beat up." 


Duff walks up to Axl's door and uses Earl's keycard to open the door. Once we're all locked in at night security 
goes to bed too. We've rented out the whole floor so no one can get off the elevator on our floor or come in 
the stairwell doors without a key card. 

Axl's watching TV when we walk in and he looks up and gives us a pissed off sneer. The room is still in 
shambles, the tv and one lamp the only things that haven't been destroyed. Even the dresser drawers are 
ripped out and broken. 


"What the fuck are you two doing in here?" Axl growls at us. | don't even answer | just launch myself onto the 
bed on top of him and plant my fist quite satisfyingly in his face. "What the fuck Izzy?!" he yells and grabs my 


hair. 


"What do you think fucker?! How could you do that to Slash? How could you hurt him like that? How could you 
tell you cared about him and then hurt him like that? Why the fuck would you do that shit to somebody? 
Huh? Answer me fucker!" | yell at him and shake him. He twists his fingers more tightly in my hair causing me 


to wince. 


"Aww lzzy, is your poor baby doll hurt?" Axl sneers. "Well guess what? | don't fucking care! Keep him! | was 
never good enough for him anyway! No matter what | did for him he couldn't stop thinking about you so we 


fought all the fucking time!" 


"Axl, how long have you been hitting him? Did you really expect someone to love you if you were beating them 
all the time? | know | saw bruises on him weeks ago but | figured the two of you were fighting. Slash's body is 
covered in them Axl and | don't see much on you at all. He wouldn't hit you back would he? That's not a fight 
Axl that's abusing your partner and when somebody says no they don't want to have sex or when they've 
been beaten too badly to fight you off and you fuck them anyway thats called rape you crazy mother fucker! 


Especially when you rip them open on purpose because you get off on hurting them!" 


"You're the one that gave him a concussion Izzy! Who are you to talk to me about hitting him when he doesn't 


hit back?" Axl yells at me. 


"Not the same thing asshole!" | snarl and punch him again. He hits me back and tries to throw me off of him 
and we start rolling on the bed and fighting but | finally get the upper hand when that mother fucker spits on 
me and says something about Slash being a good fuck when he's tied up and bleeding and | lose it. All | can see 
is red and | just keep punching him. I'm vaguely aware that he's fighting back for a while but | don't realize 
he's unconscious until Duff pulls me back off of him. 


"Izzy, you've got to stop!" Duff says. "He's out, | can't let you kill him! You won't do Slash any good in jaill Come 
on, lets go." | look down at Axl and he is indeed knocked out. "I wish you had agreed to let me do more than 
guard the door!" Duff grumbles. "But | do have something planned,” he says and smiles. He reaches into his 
pocket and pulls out a hot pink bra and a pair of panties that match. "Some chick left these in my room. | think 


these are Axl's color don't you?" he asks innocently. "I heard him say that his new girlfriend Stephanie will be 
here early in the morning which is why he and Slash actually have their own rooms on this leg of the trip but 
Slash was going to stay with him tonight | guess. Anyway, | also have this perfume and this lipstick." Duff 
says reaching into his other pocket. "It would be a real tragedy for Axl to wake up in the morning, Stephanie 
standing over him, tied to the bed, wearing these with lipstick on his neck and face and a message from two 


chicks written on the mirror wouldn't it?" 


Let's do it" | say and almost smile at the thought. What | want to do is beat Axl into a bloody pulp and let 
someone fuck him while he says no but | can't bring myself to do it and Duff's not going to do it so this will 
have to do. We strip Axl of his clothing, dress him in the pink bra and underwear and then use his clothes to 
tie him to the bed. Then | put on the lipstick and kiss Axl's neck and chest and give him a decent hickie on his 
neck while Duff writes "Thanks for a great night Axl! "You really "Rose" to the occasion! Love, Tiffini and 
Brandi" on the mirror in the same lipstick. Then we sprayed Axl's bed and Axl himself with some of the 
perfume. | cleaned up his bloody nose and lips so it looked like he had fought hours before he had had wild sex 
with two girls and ended up tied to the bed We also spill a bottle of booze on the carpet and the bed. Axl had 
been drinking a little bottle of vodka when we came in so he'll already smell like booze. Duff goes back to his 
room and comes back with two used condoms, one which he unceremoniously deposits on the floor and one he 
puts in the bathroom trash where Stephanie is sure to see them. Disgusting yes, but a nice added detail. He 
pulls out one of his own long blonde hairs and places it on the pillow. My hair is already in the bed where Axl 
had pulled some of it out while we were fighting. | pour booze into another two cups and drink out of one with 
the lipstick on, leaving some on the glass and sit that next to Axl's bed too. Hal Let him explain that shit to 
Stephanie in the morning! Duff and | took our lipstick and perfume and left. 


"Thanks man," | say to Duff in the hallway. 


"No problem Izzy. Now go to bed and put your arms around that curly haired fucker in your bed," Duff tells 
me. | smile at the thought of getting to put my arms around him. "Oh and you look pretty in that lipstick 
honey!" Duff starts giggling. | had forgotten about the lipstick. "Don't forget to take that shit off or Slash will 


really have some questions in the morning!" 
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"Yeah, yeah! Thanks though Duff for real. Thanks for helping me get him out of there this afternoon | don't 
know what | would've have done without you to help me beat up Earl and get Axl off of him. Axl | could take 
but Earl on my own or both he and Axl, nah, | needed you, thanks for being there." 


"Any time man. That's what friends are for. That's what brothers are for," he says and pulls me into a hug. | 
hug him back and then jokingly kiss him with my lipstick covered lips on the cheek. Duff rolls his eyes. 


Goodnight Princess!" he teases me. 


"Goodnight Duff!" | laugh and quietly slip back into my room. | check on Slash and he's still sleeping peacefully. | 
slide out of my boots and jeans and go in the bathroom and clean the lipstick off of my lips. | wonder what Axl 


will think when he wakes up in the morning. 


Long Nignt 


| crawl back into bed next to Slash and drift into sleep breathing in his familiar scent for the first time in 
months, just wishing it was under different circumstances. | would have given up anything to have him back in 


my arms, | just wish it had been me who had been hurt instead of him, | wanted to preserve that innocence in 


him, that all trusting heart that had known no pain like | had. But Axl had destroyed that. | hated Axl. 


| woke up about five hours later with Slash curled into my body moaning and shivering and shaking me. | turn 
on the light and look at him; he was awake and his eyes were wild with pain what | could see of them and he 
was shaking with cold. "What's wrong baby doll?" | asked; quietly running my hands through his hair and kissing 
his forehead. 


"| need another hit Izzy, I'm starting to feel it again, and | need to go to the bathroom, and l'm so cold," he 
groans. 

"Ok sweetness, here, let's go to the bathroom, I'll get your fix ready in there and shoot you up ok?" He nods 
and | help him stand up which brings a loud painful cry from him and then we begin a slow, shuffle to the 
bathroom. | can't stand it; I'll probably break my back but | stop him and hoist him into my arms. It's not as 
hard as | thought it would be and | manage to get us both to the bathroom. | sit him on the toilet so he can 
pee and go back to the bedroom for my drugs and a blanket. | bring Slash's needle, some smack, a spoon and a 
lighter. | wrap the extra blanket around him and then wrap myself around him for a minute to help him get 
warm. When he stops shivering | move to the counter where | mix the brown powder with water in the spoon 
and a then hold the lighter under it dissolving the powder in the liquid. Then | suck the liquid into the syringe. | 
look at his arms. I'm going to need my belt to tie him off, | can't use the same vein | used last time it's 
bruised. | sit the syringe on the counter and go back into the bedroom and pull my belt out of the belt loops 
of my jeans. | return to the bathroom and wrap the belt around his arm and pull it tight to make his veins 
stand out. He's got a nice, fat, vein standing out on one of his biceps; although the fact that either one of us 


has any veins left at all is a miracle we've been shooting for so long; what at least 5 years’. 

Ok," | said kneeling down next to him and extending his arm. "This vein looks good, work as far as you know?" 
"It works, I've been trying to let those alone for a while, let them heal, I've been using my hands and my feet" 
"Ok, so is it alright if | use this one?" | ask him. 

Fire away," he says. | pick the needle up off the counter and slide it into delicately into his arm. | wait for the 
flash of blood to come back into the needle and then | slowly inject the brown liquid into his arm. He sits there 
for a second and then | feel his body start to relax as the heroin flows through him. 

"Kicking in?" | ask him. 


"Yeah, he says, leaning his head forward and onto my shoulder. "Ok then baby, come on," | tell him. | want to 


put some more ice on you and antibiotic and give you some ibubprofen so your eyes won't be so swollen. | 


don't think you took any before you went to sleep the first time.” 
"Didn't. Was too tired. | want to brush my teeth too." 


"Ok, I'll go find your tooth brush. Stay here and I'll get the other stuff too. The ice is helping with the swelling 
but the ibuprofen will help more." | dig around in my cosmetic bag and come up with a bottle and pour four 
pills into my hand and give them to him with a glass of water. He manages to down them through his swollen 
lips as well as the rest of the water. | go open his suitcase and come back with his toothbrush and toothpaste 
and help him brush his teeth. "You want anything else? Are you hungry?" | ask him. 


"No, I'm not hungry. Just take me back to bed | guess. Then, 122?" 
"Yeah baby?" 
"Will you just hold me for a little while and watch TV until we fall asleep, like we used to?" he whispers. 


| stand in front of him and lift his chin up so that his eyes, what | can see of them can meet mine. "Slash, lll 
do whatever you want to do. I'd hold you for the rest of my life if | had my way. | don't ever want to let go 
of you or lose you again | sure as hell didn't want this to happen but I'm so happy you're here with me now. 
Tears start to drip out of the corners of his eyes and leak down his cheeks. "Don't cry beautiful, your eyes 
will only swell up more and you won't be able to breathe. Shh," | say to him and plant tiny kisses on his 
forehead, cheek, chin, anywhere that's not hurting, the corner of his lips. 


Suddenly his hands are in my hair and his arms are pulling me to him and holding me with my chest against 
his bruised one. "I love you so much Izzy," he sobs, "please don't ever leave me again, please. | would die; | 
couldn't take it. After tonight, | know | couldn't, and | don't want to live without you anyway." He's so tired and 
beaten down and the drugs are getting to him. | know he means it with all of his heart but it wouldn't be 
pouring out in such a flood if he wasn't so high and hurting so bad | move my arms so that they're around 
his waist and my palms are flat against his back 


"Slash, I'm never going to leave you, | promise, | love you more than life itself. | always have, that's why it 
hurt so much when | saw you with him, but | shouldn't have shut you out the way | did. Can you ever forgive 
me?" 

"Of course | can, he whispers, can you forgive me for being with him?" he asks in a voice so quiet | barely 


hear it. 
"I forgive you gorgeous, not a problem. Ok, let's get you back to bed. Do you want another sleeping pill?" | ask. 


"Yeah, give me two, might as well sleep through the worst of it" He swallows the pills and some more water. | 
help him back over to the bed and get him comfortable, changing the ice packs on his poor, blackened face, in 
his underpants and under the bandages on his ribs. He's asleep again before | finish. Probably best that way. | 
go to put my arm around him but maybe he's not quite as asleep as | thought he was because as soon as l'm 


in the bed beside him he snuggles over to me and lays his head on my chest under my arm the way he used 


to. | smile and hold him close, remembering better times. | run my hand through his soft curls and smell hotel 
shampoo in them. Not quite his smell but a nice smell. His skin still smells the same though. He smells like 
leather and whiskey and sweat and just a hint of aftershave. The leather and whiskey are always the strongest 
followed by that sweaty smell that's just him. | fucking love it. | love everything about him and I'm going to try 
and do my best to spend the rest of my life showing him that. | kiss him softly on the top of the head. "Good 
night baby doll," | whisper. 


"Good night my beautiful gypsy," he whispers back. | nuzzle into him and just before we fall asleep | hear 
shrieking and yelling coming from Axl's room next door. Sounds like Stephanie's here and that everything is 


going according to plan. | chuckle a little and Slash's eyes crack open and he raises his eyebrows at me. 
"IIl tell you in the morning. Let's just say that Axl's getting a taste of his own medicine," | whisper. 
"You're so good to me Izzy," he says quietly and laughs a little. "I love you." 

‘| love you too," | answer and his eyes close and his breathing evens out and he sleeps again 


Morning comes all too soon and light cuts through the curtains and right into Slash's eyes and he groans, 
throwing his hand up over them. | get up and go pull the window curtains closer together and stretch knowing 
that I'm going to have repeat the whole ice packing ritual on Slash. | get him up and out of cold, wet bed and 
into a hot steaming shower. He's moaning and groaning a lot but his eyes aren't swollen shut anymore, the 
ibuprofen has helped with that and his lips and cheek have gone down a little bit too. | get four more pills into 
him when | get him out of the shower and put him into the second bed in the room, the one we didn't sleep in 
last the night that isn't wet. I'll get housekeeping to come and give me clean linens for the one that the ice 
packs melted into. He agrees to eat breakfast which is a good thing, he's always starving and if he's not eating 
it means he's feeling really bad. l'm glad he's at least feeling good enough to get some food into his body. 


"No more ice right now please being cold sucks just as much as being in pain. | want to be warm and 
comfortable for a while. Just give me a hit and I'll be good," he begs and | move around the room to get the 
dope into both of our veins. | watch his face relax as the chemicals hit his brain and then inject myself. | let 
out a relaxed sigh and sink onto the bed next to him and pull him onto my chest under the blankets and we lay 
that way most of the day watching TV, sitting up to eat when room service brings breakfast and lunch. He 
sleeps a lot of the day and | let him, his body will only heal if he rests. Neither one of us can seem to let go 
of the other though so he sleeps curled into my side using my body as his pillow. His mind, is that going to 
heal as easily as his physical injuries? | don't know, nobody's managed to make me forget any of the shit I've 
been through or feel any better about it, nobody except my friend Mr. Brownstone and the man sleeping in my 


arms. 


When it gets closer to show time | finally have to wake Slash up and we get dressed and ready to go 
downstairs and get in the limo. Slash's hair is hiding most of his face so you can't see the bruising and he has 
his top hat pulled down low on his forehead and sunglasses on hiding even more of it. He won't let me tell 
management to cancel the shows this week; | wish | could do it without any major consequences and could give 


my poor baby some time to heal. He can't sit still though despite the fact that I've gotten him drunk and then 


loaded him up with heroin for the pain. | wanted that topped off with a little cocaine so he wouldn't fall over 
but he refused the coke saying that he could play drunk and smacked out but not on coke, that it does 
something weird to him. He's still pacing the room and looks on edge enough to be standing on the top of a 


guard tower with a rifle in his hand waiting for an enemy to strike at any second. 


| try and pull him into my lap and get him to relax but he won't. I've never met anyone who could be so keyed 
up on downers the way he can but whatever. | know he just doesn't want to a) see Axl and b) have anyone 
else see his face busted open. Although when we leave the hotel room we're treated to the site of Axl trying 
to cover a shiner with mirrored shades and there are long scratches down the side of his neck. | do nice work 
if | do say so myself. Stephanie is nowhere to be seen. Axl ignores both of us and is surrounded by security. 
Duff comes out of his room and Axl moves a little further in between his body guards. 


Truck and Pete and Ronnie are standing around behind Duff, Slash and | and finally Slash's security guard 
Ronnie can't resist anymore. After Axl gets on the elevator with Earl and his guys Ronnie and the rest of 
them surround us and beg to know who kicked Axl's ass and was it a woman because his girlfriend was here 
earlier and now she's not. Apparently she accused him of fucking some other women and left for the airport. 
So sad for Axl. We all just joke around and say no it was not a woman. | told Slash while we were eating lunch 


what Duff and | had done and he laughed so hard he choked on his sandwich. 


Its Pete who finally figures out we've been fighting with each other. He sees the bruise on my jaw where Axl 
punched me last night and must catch sight of my lover's face because he flips Slash's hair out of his face 
which causes Slash to reel backwards and punch him in the chest just out of reaction. Pete's a little stunned 
for a second and he can't see Slash's eyes through his sunglasses but he did see his cheek and everyone can 
see my scraped up and bruised knuckles. | think Pete finally gets a little of what happened. | wrap my arms 
around Slash and gently hold him still; kissing the curve of his neck for good measure. "Uh huh, you two are 
back together | see? You two fuckers belong together; | knew it would happen eventually," Pete says smiling at 
the two of us like an idiot. Slash leans back into me and stops trying to get at Pete. | smile a lopsided smile at 
the security guards who are making kissy faces at Slash who flips them off. Yep, things seem to be returning 


to normal around here. 


Bad Dreams 


The show that night leaves Slash white faced and whimpering with pain. He shoots up when we get back to the 
hotel and | help him take a shower. He still won't put any more ice packs on his ribs but he does let me bind 
them tightly with the ace bandage. We both collapse into bed tangled up in each other and pass the fuck out. 
I'm woken up by someone flailing and crying out in the dark later and it takes me a second to realize that it's 
Slash. He wakes me up twitching around and mumbling in his sleep. | stroke his hair a little and he settles back 
down for a few minutes and | start to doze off again. Suddenly he sits bolt upright and shoves me off of him 
and swings his arm out like he's trying to fight somebody off and he yells out "No!" | move behind him and put 
my arms around him from the back (just like | used to do with Axl, how ironic is that, that mother fucker has 
now passed these types of nightmares on to someone else, wonder how he'd feel about that?) and hold his 
arms still at his sides and whisper quietly to him that he's safe, that he's dreaming, it's not real, whatever it 
is he's seeing, that l'm here with him, and that | love him, and | just keep telling him that until he stops 
fighting me and goes slack in my arms. He's sweating and shaking and making tiny whimpering sounds. "Izzy?" he 


whispers. 


"Yeah baby doll, it's me. You were dreaming, but you're safe now, nobody's going to get you. What were you 


dreaming about? " 


"Axl," he whispers and hangs his head. | turn him around so his head is on my shoulder and his forehead is 


leaning against my cheek 


"Sweetness, you don't have to be embarrassed. It's ok, you're with me and | love you." He's still shaking. | pull 
the blanket up around our shoulders and stroke his back to calm him down. | feel tears start to run down my 
chest and | lean down and kiss the top of his head and then | lift up his face and softly kiss his lips. "Cry all 
you want baby, its good to cry sometimes. | squeeze him tighter and the trickle of tears turns to sobs. | just 
let him cry and stroke his hair, hold his hand, tell him | love him, hold him tighter. "It's ok baby doll," | tell him 
as | rock him, its ok. " Finally he settles down. "Want a hit? | ask him. He nods and | cook up a fix for him, 
enough that he'll sleep soundly for the rest of the night. | tie him off and inject that brown comforting liquid 
into his arm. We're both using way too much. I'm going to have to send someone out to score tomorrow. | fix 


too and soon we're both lost in a narcotic haze and then blessedly sleep. 


The next day and night are pretty much the same. | send truck out with an assload of money and he comes 
back with a baggie partway full of smack. Slash and | shoot up before bed and everything is fine until | wake 
up in the night briefly wondering where | am and why in the hell I'm awake in the middle of the night (yeah, | 
have sleep issues ok?) and | breathe in deeply and sigh without opening my eyes. But when | breathe in | smell 
that familiar smell of leather and whiskey, my lover, my whole world, Slash. | smile and move closer to him and 
put my arm around him and snuggle my face into his back and hair. That's when | realize he's burning up. | 
reach up to feel his forehead and face, shit he's got a hell of a fever and | know why, I've been dreading this. 
The injuries he got from Axl are infected He hadn't been feeling well for a couple of days but he didn't have a 
fever and he refused to go to a hospital. Now he's going to have to go or he’s never going to heal. He groans 
in his sleep and starts shivering where | moved the blankets off of him, poor baby now he's got the chills too. 


| cover him back up and reach up and stroke his hair. He groans again and mumbles my name. "You awake 


baby doll?" | ask softly. 

‘Izzy, l'm sick," he whimpers. 

"I know | woke up a second ago and realized you were burning up. You're hurting too aren't you?" 
"Yeah," he says weakly, it hurts really bad, just kill me now please." he moans. 


"No, but | am going to take you to the hospital, just let me get up and get dressed and get Pete or Ronnie ok?" 
He just makes a pained noise and curls up in a ball. | get up and get dressed and brush my teeth. | grab a clean 
t-shirt for Slash and some shorts and walk back over to the bed. Somewhere in here is a thermometer | 
bought just for this reason. | look around and see it on the dresser and bring it over. "Baby, let me take your 
temperature," | ask him gently. 

He glares up at me but he opens his mouth for the thermometer. | wait until it beeps and look at what it 
says. Fuck 103.7! He's really sick, we need to go soon. "Slash your temperature is 103, almost 104, we need to go 
to the hospital right now; sit up and let me get you dressed. He tries to sit up but he's pretty weak so | pull 
him up the rest of the way and pull the t-shirt over his head. | lay him back down and uncover him and pull 
the shorts on over his boxers. | get his shoes and socks on him and call over to Ronnie and Pete's room. They 


answer, grumbling. 
"What?" Ronnie growls. 
Its Izzy, Slash is really sick, we need to the hospital now!" | tell them. 


"Ok, see you in the hallway in five minutes Ronnie says. | gather up our wallets and room keys and pull Slash 
up onto his feet. He stumbles a little and he tries to walk with my help but he just sags against me crying. 


"It hurts too much Izzy, | can't do it," he whimpers. 


It's ok, I've got you," | tell him and throw his arm over my shoulder and lean down to sweep his legs up into 


my arms. He just goes limp in my arms, head dropping against my shoulder. 


"I didn't think you could pick me up," he whispers, sounding surprised. 

"Why'd you think that? | might be skinny but I'm all muscle you know! | carried you into the bathroom the 
other day!" | tell him kissing his cheek, trying to get him to smile, which he does, softly, a tiny smile, all he can 
manage at this point. | move and he cries out again "I know it hurts baby, come on, we'll just go slow. We 
shuffle out the door and Ronnie's standing there. 


"You want me to take him?" Ronnie asks. | shake my head. 


"No, I've got him, but will you get us a car? Ronnie goes to the parking lot and starts one of the cars that are 


rented to the record company for whoever needs to drive somewhere for whatever reason. He drives back 


over to the backdoor | carried Slash out of and Ronnie helps me get him into backseat of the car and | climb 
in next to him. He slumps against me immediately and | lay him down with his head in my lap and stroke his 
hair and his face. He just whimpers and closes his eyes. Ronnie looks at him nervously and asks what his 
temperature is. "One hundred and three, | tell him." 

"Jesus, he looks bad," Ronnie comments. 


"I told you he was really sick!" | snap. 

"Where are we Izzy? Slash asks me sounding confused. 

"We're in the car going to the hospital, what do you mean where are we? ls he getting delerious now? 
"Mmm thanks |zz.." Slash mumbles. 

"Sure baby, just hang on ok? We're almost there.” 

| don't want to go," he tells me quietly. 


| know you don't but you have to sweetness, you're too sick, itll go into your blood stream and kill you. I'd like 
to keep you around if you don't mind," | gently tease him, trying to get a little smile out of him. The corner of 
his mouth crooks up a little and | smile at him. "I love you too much to lose you because you don't want to 


see a doctor", | tell him and stroke his cheek. 


'| love you too Iz," he says quietly. When we get to the hospital | send Ronnie inside to get a wheelchair and 
Slash grumbles that he can walk but | tell him absolutely not and he can't anyway and he knows it so he 
doesn't argue. When Ronnie's gone | picked Slash's torso up from my lap and kissed him gently. 


‘I'm so sorry you're so sick baby doll, | wish | could make it better for you", | tell him and kiss his forehead. | 
look up and see Ronnie and two male nurses approaching the car with a wheel chair. "They're coming honey, l'm 
gonna sit you up ok?" | tell him and help him sit up and move over to the car door. The two nurses help him 
get into the wheelchair and he's biting his lip just hard enough not to draw blood so that he won't make a 
sound. They take him straight into a side door and into an examining room. They get him up on the bed and put 
a couple of heated blankets on him because he's shivering again. Once the warmth settles around him he falls 
asleep almost immediately. Ronnie goes off to take care of the paperwork and | sit down beside Slash and 


worriedly watch him sleep. 


Finally a doctor comes in and asks what's going on and I'm so glad Slash is asleep and doesn't have to go 
through the humiliation of saying he was raped. | tell the doctor that. They wake Slash up to put in an IV and 
draw blood and get some urine. The doctor asks if he's in pain and he says yes, a lot of pain so they shoot 
some morphine into his IV and he passes out again. The doctor puts a drape up over Slash's lower half and | 
sit up next to his head as the doctor examines his injuries. He tells me that the infection is pretty severe and 
they want to put a bag of IV antibiotics in him so they hook a second line into the first and hook the IV back 
into the port in his arm. The lab tests come back and his white count is through the roof. He's even sicker 


than | thought. They decide to admit him for the night and they let me stay with him. | fall asleep in the chair 


next to him holding his hand. He wakes up at about 6 in the morning and wakes me up by shaking my arm. | 


open my eyes and see that he's awake and shaking me. 
"Hey beautiful you're awake, how are you feeling?" | ask him. 
"A little better. Is that a catheter down there? " he asks me squirming around. 


"Yeah, so you won't have to get up to piss. Leave it alone. They wanted to watch you overnight and they're 
giving you antibiotics through the IV. Slash you were really sick, close to going septic, you should have let me 
take you to the doctor days ago. | know you didn't want to go, | totally understand why but my god | could 
have lost youl" | feel tears spring up into the corners of my eyes. | breathe deeply to calm myself down. "Are 


you still in a lot of pain? You want me to call the nurse for more meds?" 


"Please Izzy," Slash says weakly. " It still hurts." | reach over and push the call button for the nurse and tell 
her Slash is awake and needs more pain medication. An older lady bustles in a few minutes later and fusses 
over Slash like a grandmother would. He actually smiles at her. She takes his temperature and it's down to IOl 
which is better. She hooks up a new Saline bag and checks the antibiotic one. Then she gives him another dose 
of morphine through the IV and his body immediately relaxes, just like it does when he shoots up. | thank the 
nurse and she leaves. Slash is drifting, he'll be asleep again in a minute. | stand up and lean over him and softly 


kiss his beautiful lips. 
| love you baby doll, I'll be right here with you all night ok sweetness?" 


‘Love you too Izzy..he mumbles and falls asleep. | slouch back down in my chair and hold his hand again and fall 
asleep wishing | could hold his whole body. In the morning his temperature is almost back to normal and the 
doctors release him with a bottle full of antibiotics and a bigger one of percocets. | call management for a car 
and Ronnie shows up to sneak us into a limo. | get Slash back into our hotel room and get him settled in the 
bed and hand him a couple of pain killers but he says no, he wants a hit so | give him one. He falls into a 
blissful slumber and | call Doug and ask him to come down | tell him that Slash is really sick and can't play for 
at least a week. We have three shows scheduled but Doug says he'll take care of postponing them. 


He looks over at Slash's pale, sleeping form and asks if he's going to be ok. "He is now, but he had almost gone 


septic, we got him to the hospital just in time. ' 
"What's the infection from?" Doug asks and | forget that he probably doesn't know. 


"You should ask Axl that, ask him what he did to him," | tell Doug and he looks confused, then realization 


flashes across his face and then horror. 
"l, | didn't know, how come | didn't know?" Doug stammers. 


"He didn't want anyone to know. He's pretty fucked up about it obviously." Doug nods. 


"l'Il go take care of dealing with the cancellations he says quietly. | nod and let him out. | jump in the shower 
and then crawl into bed beside my sleeping lover. | pull him into my chest and he nuzzles into me. | kiss the top 
of his head and stroke up and down his arm lazily while I'm watching TV until | fall asleep. Slash wakes me up a 


few hours later. 
"What do you need baby?" | ask him. 


"It hurts Izzy, give me something," he begs. 

| take two of his pain killers and give him those and then cook up a shot of heroin and shoot it into his arm. He 
relaxes and asks me to take him to the bathroom. | take him and sit him on the toilet bc | don't trust him to 
be able to aim straight and | don't want to clean piss off the floor. Its time for him to take another antibiotic 
so | hand him the pills to swallow with some water and take him back to bed. A half an hour later he wakes 
me up vomiting in the trash can he keeps by the bed to empty his ashtrays into. | jump up and run to the 
bathroom and wet a washcloth and bring it back to him. He's just dry heaving now and | wipe down his neck to 


cool him off and then clean off his face. "What happened baby doll, are you ok?" 


"Yeah, he says weakly. | think it's the medicine. | want to brush my teeth. Will you help me back to the 


bathroom again?" 


"of course | will sweetness, you know I'll help you with whatever you need. | love you so much baby, I'll always 


take care of you," | reassure him and lean over and kiss him on the forehead. 


"I love you too Izzy, it's nice to hear you tell me you love me, I've missed that so much over the past few 
months," he says looking down. 


"I tilt his head up so his eyes meet mire. I'm sorry | was such a jerk, | was so terrible to you. But even then | 
loved you more than life itself, that's why | was so mean, because it hurt so much. But still, | should have 


listened to what you had to say, I'm sorry baby, I'm so sorry." 


| know you are Izzy, I'm sorry too for what happened. I'm just glad you're here now. When this is all over and 


| don't need you to take care of me anymore are you still gonna love me?" Slash almost whispers. 


"Why wouldn't 1? | have you back and there's no way l'm letting you go again, ever. You are my heart, the 
reason | live, | don't ever want to lose you again, no matter what happens. I'll always be there , right by your 
side, I'll never leave you again, understand?" He nods and leans over to lay his head on my shoulder and | nuzzle 
my face into his. He's still burning up with a fever. "Come on angel, let's go get your teeth brushed and | want 
to take your temperature ok?" 


"Yeah," Slash grumbles. "Help me stand up |zz." 
| stand up in front of him and put my arms under his shoulders and pull him up. He winces in pain and leans 


against me for a few seconds before we begin shuffling to the bathroom. Slash brushes his teeth and uses 


the toilet and | stick the thermometer in his mouth. One hundred and one, which is better than 103. | know he 


still feels like crap though, weak and just bad. Fevers are the worst. | take Slash back to bed and get a cold wet 
rag to lay on his forehead. 


Suddenly there's pounding on the door and | walk over to open it only to be confronted by Axl. 


"Why the fuck are we postponing our shows this week?" he yells. He tries to come in but | hold the door 
tightly so he can't. "Let me in lzz, what's your fucking problem?" 


"You're my problem asshole, You fucking hurt Slash and then act like nothing happened ; now he's so sick he 
was in the hospital overnight last night but you didn't know that did you? It's all because of you too. | hate 
you for what you've done to him! | hate you for what you did us!" | say angrily. 


"I didn't hurt him that bad, that's a bunch of shit! If he told you anything any different he's a liar!" Axl spits 


out. 


He hasn't told me anything, he doesn't talk about you! I've been taking care of him all week! I'm the one who 
spent all night in the hospital with him last night. I've seen with my own eyes what you did. Do you really think 
you didn't hurt him badly? You threw him against a wall and kicked him with your boots on and not just on 
that one day. He has four broken ribs, they x-rayed them last night. They're broken in multiple places and 
some of those fractures are half healed which means they're old which means you've been beating him like 
that for a while. You stuck your dick in him and ripped his skin open on purpose. How is that not hurting him? 
He was screaming in pain Axl, screaming so loud that Duff and | heard him through the walls. People don't 
scream like that if they're not badly hurt. You need to learn that no means no too. Just because you're with 
someone doesn't give you the right to just fuck them whenever you feel like it. What is wrong with you? You 


of all people should know better!" He lets that sink in and | know he's thinking about what his father did to him. 
"Is he ok? Are you two back together?" Axl asks, the anger draining from his voice. 

"No he's not anywhere near ok! He's in so much pain he can't walk or stand by himself. He's got an infection 
that almost went septic and would have killed him. He's using more to keep the pain away. | have to shoot him 
up about every five to six hours. You know those fucking nightmares you have where you wake up screaming? 
Now you've given them to him. So no Axl, he is not ok!" I'm yelling now. 


"| | didn't think it was that bad," he stammers. "Can | talk to him?" 


"No you cannot talk to him! I'm not letting you anywhere near him! He doesn't want to see you much less talk 


to you!" | shout. 
"| knew that fucker was still in love with you! He never loved me did he?" 


"You'd have to ask him that but I'm not giving you that opportunity right now, not when's in such bad shape. 
You're the last thing he needs!" 


"Fuck you Izzy, you're supposed to be my best friend" Axl says, angry again. 


"And you were supposed to be mine which meant you should have kept your hands off my boyfriend's cock! 
What, did you think I'd come running to you if | didn't have him anymore?" 


"Well, | was kind of hoping that's what would happen but you wouldn't speak to me or Slash so | went after 
him. | loved him Izzy, | really did. | still love him." 


"You have a sick twisted version of love Axl and you know it. You'll never love him the way | do. Are we done 


here?" | ask him angrily. 
"Yeah we're done, fuck you both!" he says as he turns away. 


| sigh and shut the door turn back towards the bed. Slash is curled up in a ball crying. | rush to the bed and 
pull him out of his curled up position and up into my arms so his head is resting on my chest and he's sitting 
in between my legs. "What's wrong baby doll? Why are you crying sweetness?" Like | don't already know. 

"He was here, that's the same argument we had that night, about me not loving him, about how | loved you 
and how | didn't want to fuck him that night. | don't know why I'm crying so much, it just hit me hard you 
know? Kind of brought it all back." 


"IFs ok darlin, cry all you want. You're sick,and hurting and that asshole was here, Its ok to cry honey. He sobs 
into my chest and | hold him tightly with one arm and rub up and down his back with the other one. | try and 
comfort him, telling him | love him, how I'll never let anybody hurt him again, how I'll never let him go and I'll 
keep him safe. Eventually he stops crying and | kiss away the rest of his tears. He tells me he's hungry so | 
call downstairs and order him some pancakes even though it's the middle of the afternoon. He loves them and 
they'll be easy on his stomach. He wolfs them down but they come back up an hour later. He brushes his 
teeth again and then lays back down on the bed and cries. | hate seeing him this miserable. | reach over and 
pull him into my lap and rock him and kiss his face and sing sappy love songs to him. Eventually the crying 
stops and he dozes off in my arms. | just keep holding him and watch tv until | doze off too. 


Breakdown 


| get woken up again about an hour later when Slash sits bolt upright in my arms and scrambles to push me 
off of him saying "No, no | don't want this, no, please stop, don't touch me, nol" He swings his arms out like 
he's trying to push something away and this wakes him up and he cries out in fear and starts to shake. | 
quickly move behind him and wrap him in my arms and he freaks out and tries to fight me off. "Axl | said no, | 
meant no, get off mel | don't want you to touch me, | dont want it!" 


"Slash, it's not Axl, it's Izzy, you're ok baby, Axl's not here, I'll keep you safe, you're safe." He calms down a 
little but is still whining and squirming and shaking. "Shh baby doll, I've got you, | love you, I'm not going to hurt 
you, calm down sweetness, it's ok | promise." I'm pretty sure all the heroin I've giving him is making these 
nightmares worse, and probably the painkillers from the hospital aren't helping either; sometimes opiates take 
your subconscious and twist it into something terrifying, pills are notorious for giving people nightmares. | know 
when | was younger and had knee surgery after crashing my skateboard back in Indiana | was on painkillers for 
a week and every night I'd wake up in a cold sweat after some terrifying dream. They were especially vivid and 


real and some of those dreams | remember to this day. 
He goes limp in my arms and whispers "Izzy? Its really you?" 


Its me baby doll," | tell him turning him around to face me. He looks visibly relieved when | push his hair back 
out of his eyes. He turns himself around so he's straddling my lap and wraps his arms around me and buries 
his face in my neck and hair. He's still shaking pretty badly and | hold him tightly and stroke his hair and talk 
to him softly, repeating what | said earlier and throwing in how much | love him and how I'll never stop. 
Eventually the shivering subsides and his breathing slows down. He doesn't let go though, he holds on and 


whimpers every now and then. "How are you feeling baby doll?" | ask him. 


‘lm ok. l'm hungry |zz" 


"How's yor pain baby?" | ask him softly. 

"Pretty good, still pretty numb from the last shot. Will you get me something to eat?" he asks. 
"Sure baby doll, what do you want?" 

"Eggs and toast and tea. l'm hoping it will stay down" 


"Me too, you need some nourishment Slash." | know that if he continues to throw up everything I'm going to 
have to take him back to the hospital. | call room service and order his food. When it comes | prop him up in a 
chair at the little table in the hotel room and tell him to eat slowly. When he's done | take his temperature 
again, almost 102. | don't feel like he's getting any better and it worries me. He wants to take a shower and | 
get in with him and wash his hair which he loves and he relaxes a little. We clean the rest of him up and then 
| have to clean out his wounds. The doctors said to clean them twice a day with rubbing alcohol. Slash hates it 


because it burns like hell but it has to be done. He lays on his belly holding tightly to a pillow to muffle his 


cries. | bring a q-tip and the alcohol over to the bed and dip the q-tip into the bottle. Then | spread him open 
and clean the top right side and use the other end of the q-tip to clean the bottom right side. He's so swollen 
and red, god that has to hurt. 


Suddenly Slash moves up the bed and grabs the trashcan beside it and vomits up the food he just ate. That's 
it, we're going back to the hospital, it's been two days of nothing but vomiting and a high fever, he's not 
getting any better. | help him brush his teeth and tell him we need to go back to the hospital. He starts crying 
and tells me he doesn't want to go in a small voice. | wrap my arms around him and he leans into me, burying 


his face in my shoulder. 
"| don't want to go Izzy," he sobs. "| don't want to go back there, | don't want anybody else to see or know!" 


“Shhh baby doll. | know how you feel and | know you don't want to but we have to go. You're not getting any 
nourishment into your body and you're getting weaker every day. Your temperature is up high again too. 
You're not getting better and we've got to go back and see what they can do for you." | tell him. 


"No Izzy," he sobs, "please!" 


| sigh, the crying is getting to me. | don't know what to do to make him feel better. | know its the painkillers, 
that's another nice side effect of them; emotional overload and weepiness. He was crying before he started 
taking them but it's so much worse now that he's been taking the percocets along with the smack we've both 
been doing. The idea of going to the hospital seems to really freak him out for some reason too. | hate doing 
anything that hurts or upsets him but | have to do what's best for him even if he doesn't like it or agree 


right now. He's not in a good frame of mind to be making decisions. 


| cup his face in my hands and stroke his tears away with my thumbs. "Slash, look at me, look me right in the 
eyes. You know how much | love you right?" He sniffles and nods. "I love you so much I'd do anything for you 
but | have to take care of you too right now and do what's best for you. You need to go back to the doctor 
or you will not get better. I'll be with you the whole time. Do you trust me?" 


"Yeah |zz, | trust you," he whispers. 


"Ok then, | need you to do what | tell you to right now ok?" He nods. "I only want the best for you sweetness 
and I'm not going to stand by and watch you get sicker. We have to go back to the hospital.” 


"Ok," he says in a tiny voice. | help him get dressed and go across the hall and get Ronnie and soon we're in a 
limo headed back to the hospital. They put Slash in a wheelchair again much to his dismay and take him into a 
room and make him comfortable. Again they give him some morphine in his IV and drifts off to sleep before 
the doctor comes. | explain the situation and doctor examines him. He decides he's going to have to lance the 
skin and let it drain then put in some stitches and Slash is going to have to stay for two nights on IV 
antibiotics so they can make sure the infection starts to clear up. | gently wake him up to tell him this and he 
freaks out. 


"Calm down baby, they're going to give you a local anesthetic to numb you so you won't feel anything. It has 
to be done baby doll, you can even go back to sleep if you want." He just looks at me; terrified. The doctor 
brings back a tray full of things he needs and a consent for treatment form for Slash to sign. He fights me on 
this too. The doctor tries to reason with him. He still doesn't want to do it. Finally | sit down beside him and put 
one hand on his shoulder and cup his face with the other so that I'm leaning across his body. | lean on the 
hand thats on his shoulder so that he's pinned to the bed and | lean down over him stroking his cheek and say 
"Baby doll, remember you said you trusted me?" He nods. "Well, | need you to keep doing that ok? You need to 
be taken care of by the doctors. Your wounds have abcessed. You have to let them do what they need to do. | 
know you're really scared and humiliated but you don't need to be. The only people here are me, the doctor, 
and a nurse; all people that are here to help you get better. You don't have to be embarrassed and you don't 
have to be afraid. You're not going to feel anything and no one's going to tell anyone ok? | love you sweetness 
and | want you to feel better, I'm sure you want to feel better too right?" He nods. "Then you need to sign the 
paper please and let the doctor treat you. You have to do what he says ok? 


"Ok," Slash says weakly. | hand him the pen and he signs the paper. "But you stay here with me Izzy!" 


"You know | will baby doll, you know I'd never leave you alone." He looks at me a little skeptically as if to say 
"Yeah right, you've already done it once." "Never, ever, again Slash. Not ever. Now, just relax ok? I'm right here 
with you. | look at the doctor who shoots a little more morphine into Slash who dozes off almost immediately. 
Behind the drape they shoot him up with a local anesthetic to numb the areas where they're working and they 
get work. They have to slice into the abcesses and drain them and the whole thing is so gross. Slash is lucky 
he's still asleep. l'm not even looking, I'm just running my hand through his hair and holding one of his hands 
with my other one. They drain and irrigate and sterilize everything and put in a few stitches since it's not an 
easy area to keep sterile or bandage covered. They tell me that the wounds still have to be cleaned twice a 


day with peroxide or alcohol. 


Then they wheel him upstairs and into a room and move his body from the stretcher onto the hospital bed. 
This wakes him up and he asks me what's going on. | tell him he has to stay in the hospital for two more days; 
that he needs IV antibiotics and nourishment and | explain that they are feeding him through the IV. He looks 


at me mournfully. "I don't want to stay here two more days Izzy," he pleads. 

"Baby you have to. The doctors here will make you feel better, it wasn't working back at the hotel, you only 
got sicker. You needed more powerful antibiotics in your bloodstream. | won't leave you, I'll stay right here with 
you for the whole time." 

"What is management going to say?" 

"Nothing, but lets try to avoid Doug. He knows you're down for the week but he doesn't need to know you're 
back in here, he'll try to come and visit! Slash just groans but he does smile a little. "Hey, there's a smile!" | 


say to him and stroke his cheek. He reaches up and holds my hand on his cheek. 


"You're gonna stay with me?" he asks me again. 


"Yes, I'm going to stay with you, I'm not going anywhere, just relax, go back to sleep, you need the rest or you 
won't get better, ok sweetness? He just whimpers at me and | stroke his hair until his eyes close. He sleeps ok, 
but he gets woken up once an hour by the blood pressure cuff they have set to monitor him. Every time he 
wakes up he immediately looks for me, afraid that I've left. | know when his blood pressure monitor activates 
though so | go out on the smoking balcony every now and then to smoke. I'm so tired but | don't care. | told 
him | would stay here with him and | will. Eventually | fall asleep in the chair by his bed and | sleep there for 
the next two nights. 


On our third morning in the hospital I'm woken up by Duff's voice and | open my eyes to see him standing 
behind me shaking me. Matt, our new drummer, stands in the doorway leaning on the doorframe. "You look like 
shit Izzy," Duff says. | just give him the finger and glare up at him. He smiles and hands me a bag. "I brought 


you some clean clothes and your razor and shit." 
"Thanks," | say gratefully. 


"How's he doing?" Duff asks, nodding towards Slash. | look up at the monitors. His body temperature is 100.9 
which is better. His blood pressure has come back up to almost normal. He's still pretty pale but he's not as 


white as a sheet like he was before. 


"Looks like he's doing a little better. The antibiotics must be working and he's not throwing up which is great. 
He's on a morphine drip so he goes in and out. Probably better that way. Will you watch him for a minute 
please so | can clean up a little?" | ask Duff. 


"Yeah, why didn't you just do that before, why do we need to watch him? " 


"Because he get's really upset if he wakes up and I'm not sitting right there. | was in the bathroom once and 
he totally freaked. The fever and the pain are really getting to him, he's not himself and he's very clingy. Just 
sit there with him Duff so if he wakes up, which he probably will in a minute because that blood pressure 
monitor is going to go off, then somebody's there. Oh, and he cries a lot right now, so don't make a big deal 


out of it if he does." 
"Slash cries?" Matt asks incredulously. 


"Everybody cries," | snap. "He's just wasted physically and emotionally right now, he can't handle himself or 
anything else. So just don't make fun of him or act weird if he does. He'll be embarrassed enough that he's 
crying in front of you." They both nod and | step into the bathroom. Shit | don't miss Steven's playing but | 
miss Steven himself. He was Slash's friend and | know that if Slash woke up and found him sitting beside him he 
would have been happy. He'll be fine finding Duff there but Steven would have done something stupid to make 
Slash laugh and god knows how much I'd love to hear him laugh lately. 


Plus there's just a comfort to having someone around that you've known since childhood; someone you share 
your oldest memories with. | get that from Axl; why did he have to go and fuck things up so badly that | can't 


even stand the sight of him? | miss having him as a friend and missing someone you see every day is even 


harder than missing someone you never see. The phrase out of sight out of mind is pretty true if someone's 
not around you don't think about them but if they're up in your face every day but are disconnected only 


from you it hurts because you can focus on what you lost. 


The loss of Slash had hurt more though, not having him had crushed my heart and soul in a way | can't even 
begin to describe. | walked around for months trying to numb the gaping, raw, wound in my chest where my 
heart had been. My chest physically hurt and sometimes it hurt so badly that the pain ran through my body 
and down into my fingers which would throb along with the hole that had held my missing heart. Those were 
the times that | did some great song writing though; the pain in my heart and hands flowing out through the 
guitar and the lyrics | wrote. Who knew that emotional pain could make your body hurt so badly? A lot of 
those lyrics | wrote while thinking about him and things we had done ; my favorite memories of him. Things 
that when we were together filled me with warmth and made me smile but when we were apart those same 
memories tore at my soul. Memories that replayed in my head like a movie: Slash's face the first time | made 
love to him, the sound of his voice saying my name when he came, the feeling of him climbing into bed with 
me at night when he thought | was sleeping and wrapping himself around me, that first morning he told me he 
loved me and how sweet his kisses were after he said that, him bringing me breakfast in bed, the sight of him 
sitting in the loft, sun streaming in, barefoot and bare chested playing his guitar, his arms around me at night 
and his fingers playing with the ends of my hair, stolen kisses onstage that made my dick hard with no 
prospect of relief, him sitting up in bed at night and rubbing my head until my headache went away, carrying 
me to the bathroom when | was sick, me laying sprawled across his body when | had pneumonia with his hand 
running through my hair and breathing in a cloud of medicated steam from the vaporizer, making love to him 
in the shower when | got better and how good it felt, the sensation of having my arms wrapped around him in 
the shower in the hotel in Chicago after Axl had hurt him and how easily he fell back into them. There was no 
reluctance; some hesitation but his ready acceptance of my love after everything that happened made me love 
him even more. He never pushed me away, didn't shy away from my touch, like he had been waiting for it all 
along. | realize that I've been staring into space for a minute and have no idea what Duff said to me. "What?" | 


asked, 
"Izz, do you want me to stay with him so you can go and get some rest? | don't mind," Duff offers. 


"No, | promised him I'd be here with him the whole time, I'm not going to break that promise, I've already 


broken too many. You see how that turned out," | say motioning towards Slash. 
"Izzy what happened isn't your fault, its Axl's. He did this to him, not you. 


"Yeah, but if | had just let him explain what happened in the first place he would never have been with Axl. | 
pushed him away and was a total asshole to him. So you know Axl, he weaseled his way in and made Slash 
believe he loved him, which | think he did in his sick and twisted way. If | hadn't been so fucking proud, if | had 
just admitted how badly he hurt me and let him tell me what happened this would never have happened. l'm 
dying seeing him like this. He says it's not my fault either but | still feel like it is. | just wish | could make it all 
go away for him. But | fucking can't!" | suddenly feel tears running down my face and | can't stop them , l'm 
too fucking exhausted and everything that's happened hurts so much and it's catching up with me. | slide down 
the wall and sit in the floor and sob. Great, I'm having a fucking breakdown in front of Duff and Matt who 


hasn't even been with us that long. Poor guy, he'll probably go running for the hills if he has to deal with us 
much longer. 

| feel arms around me pulling me into a hug and Duff's voice says "Izz, no. It's not your fault man, its ok" 
Duff is sitting on the floor next to me and pulls me into his chest. 

| just keep sobbing and babbling. "Duff | love him so much, why did | do this? Fuck I'm such a fuck up, | can't 
even keep the man | love from getting hurt! I'm such a useless fuck up! | just want to take him far away from 
here and start over but he doesn't want to go, he loves playing stadiums every night. So all | can do is try and 
keep Axl away from him and I, |, | don't know what else! What do | do Duff?" Now I'm sobbing hard, gulping in 
air and shaking. 


"Hey, Izzy, it's ok You've done what you needed to do; you've been there for him and taken care of him and he 
knows how much you love him. You've barely let go of him since | laid him on your bed. You haven't slept all 


week, just keep doing what you're doing, except sleep some,” Duff soothes. 


"I thought he might die Duff! | was so afraid he was going to die! He was so sick, just totally limp and his fever 
was through the roof and he couldn't walk, | had to carry him to the car! Duff | was so scared!" 


"I know you were, | know you were afraid. But like | said, you took care of him, you got him to the hospital, and 
now he's going to be ok. It's going to be ok Izzy. You're both going to be fine. You've done a good job with him 
Izzy, you're not a fuck up," Duff reassures me. 


| nod, hiccupping. "You think I've done a good job taking care of him? Really? | ask. 
Yes, | think you've done a great job with him. | bet he thinks that too. Are you happy having him back? 


"Fuck yeah! | just with it hadn't been like this but having his back feels like a piece of me that's been missing 
has been reattached My heart | guess. | love him so much Duff” 


"He loves you too. Relax and breathe and get some rest when we get out of here. Concentrate on the good 


things. 


| nod at him and pull myself together. "I'm taking a shower" | sigh and climb to my feet and step into the little 
room and close the bathroom door. | turn on the hot water and it feels so good running over me. | just feel 
greasy and filthy and I'm thanking God for Duff who brought me shampoo and conditioner and soap from the 
hotel as well as lotion and my own shaving cream, razor, deodorant and tooth brush and tooth paste. Slash's 
too. | sigh and wash and condition my hair. Then | wash everything else and shave, brush my teeth, it feels 
rice to have new clean clothes and deodorant and aftershave. | also need a fix so | shoot up while l'm in there. 


I'm going to have to give Slash a shower too when he gets up. 


| hear him wake up while I'm shooting up and the first thing out of his mouth is "Where's Izzy? Why isn't Izzy 


here?" 


"He is here buddy, he's taking a shower, it's ok. You know that fucker wouldn't leave you here. | even offered 
to stay with you so he could sleep but he won't let me," Duff says in a soothing voice. 


"But he's here?" Slash asks again. "He promised he wouldn't leave!" 


"Yeah buddy, he's here, don't worry. | come out of the bathroom and | see Slash's eyes light up and visible 


relief cross his face. 
"Hey baby doll, you're awake! How are you feeling?" | ask him. 
"Better," | think my fever's going down. | don't feel like | cant move anymore." 


"It is coming down, I've been watching the monitors. You were almost 104 when | got you to the emergency 


room but you're down to 100 which is way better. It means the antibiotics are working.” 

104 man, thats pretty fucking high, no wonder you never came out of your room." Duff says incredulously. 
"You get brain damage if it goes any higher than that," Matt says. 

"Thanks for that sunshine!" | say dryly as | walk over and sit on the bed. 

"Are you getting out today?" Duff asks Slash. 

"| don't know, l'm supposed to," Slash says. "God | feel gross, Izzy will you put me in the shower? he asks. 
"Yeah, Duff brought your razor and stuff," | tell him. 

"Really? Thanks man!" he says to Duff. 


"Yeah, no problem," Duff answers smiling. 

Before | can get Slash in the shower a nurse comes in and checks his vital signs and tells him that the doctor 
won't sign his release papers until she does. She removes the IV from his arm; | think Matt was going to pass 
out, apparently blood freaks him out. When she's gone | help Slash into the bathroom and Duff and Matt go 
outside to smoke and wait for us to be ready to leave. Slash is able to do most things for himself in the 
shower this morning so | just stand there and make sure he doesn't fall or anything. He gets out and shaves 
and brushes his teeth, laughing as he breathes in the smell of his aftershave and sighs in pleasure. his face is 
healing well, his busted lip now just a red line on his mouth and the two black eyes are now sort of a yellowish 


color. 
"You feeling better baby doll?" | ask him when he's done. "You look better." 


"Yeah, much better. Thanks for staying with me Izzy," he says quietly and moves to where l'm leaning against 
the bathroom door. He puts his hands on my waist and pulls me close to him, one of his arms moving around 
me as his lips meet mine in our first real kiss in months. His tongue prods my lips and | willingly give control of 


my mouth over to him. His tongue tangles with mine, massages it, explores my mouth. His kisses are so 


familiar but it's been so long since I've kissed him it feels all new at the same time. | feel like I'm drowning in 
him, drinking him in, feelings pouring out of our hearts through our lips and fingers. My hands are exploring 
the soft skin of his lower back and one of his hands is tangled in my hair and one is in the middle of my back 
tracing patterns on the skin under my shirt. | can't stop myself from letting out a moan into his mouth. The 
hand on my back slides down and squeezes my ass. | moan again and he breaks the kiss and smiles at me. "Shh, 
Izzy. Duff and Matt are going to come back at some point" 


"I'm sorry baby doll, your kisses drive me crazy. I've wanted to kiss you for months, don't stop," | beg. 


"Nothing to be sorry about gorgeous, just keep it downl" His hand slides down my stomach and | snap my hips 
forward and press myself against his hand when he palms my crotch. "Come here and let me fix that for 
you," Slash says as he strokes me through my pants and moves me so that I'm sitting on the counter in front 
of the sink. His has my pants unbuttoned and around my knees in seconds; his lips on mine and his right hand 


wrapped around my cock. "I love you," he whispers in my ear. He starts stroking me and | let out a little cry. 


Fuck this feels good! 


"Slash," | whisper "fuck baby," and | groan shamelessly as he continues pumping me. His lips return to mine and 
it takes less than a minute for him to bring me off which is embarrassing but it's not like we had a lot of 
time to fool around in here anyway. | cum hard even though it's just a hand job; its not about that it's about 
the beautiful boy who's giving it to me. He also knows how to touch me; what | like. He knows that | like for 
him to run his thumb across the head of my cock and smear my precum into my skin, he knows | like him to 
hold my dick firmly but not to squeeze too hard, and he knows | don't like it too fast and that | want him to 
stroke the head before | get off and then down towards the base once | start cumming. He puts all of this 
knowledge to good use and my head is spinning when | come down. | pull his lips back to mine and then whisper 


"Thank you, | needed that" 


| know you did. | needed those kisses. 
I've been dying to kiss you. Thanks for taking care of me this week," he says almost shyly as he cleans the 
cum off of me with the washcloth he used in the shower. 


"You're welcome, | didn't mind taking care of you, | never mind caring for you. You're my baby doll and | love 
you. You took such good care of me when | had pneumonia, | wanted to give that back to you. | know we 
weren't together but when | heard you yelling that night | just had to get to you. When Duff laid you on my 
bed you were so broken, there was no way | could have walked away from you. It hurt seeing you like that, | 
had to help you, make you better. | was afraid you wouldn't let me. When we were in the shower and you let 
me hold you and said you would never leave again either | was so, | don't know, just," | grab him and pull him 
into a tight embrace. His arms move up and around me and he places a soft kiss on the side of my neck. "You 
belong in my arms. You belong in my heart. | love you, I've been so worried about you this week. Its good to 
see you feeling better and moving around a little. You gonna let me take you back to the hotel and spoil you 


some more?" | tease him. 


"Promise you'll spoil me some more?" he asks smiling. "Although | could stand here holding you forever." 


"Promise. You want me to return the favor there beautiful?" | ask nodding to the obvious hard on in his 


shorts. 


"l, | don't think I'm ready to be touched yet," Slash almost whispers and stares at the ground; flinching. Axl 


would have hit him. 


"Ok, it's ok. I've been there. When you decide you're ready you let me know. If that's tomorrow or six months 
from now it's fine. Don't worry, I'll be here." | cup his face in my hands and tilt his up to me. "Can | kiss you 


again beautiful?" 


‘Of course you can Izzy," he answers and grins at me. | kiss him softly but deeply; love and longing pouring out 
through my kisses. He answers with the same thing only more hesitant, a little afraid. | finally pull away. "We'd 
better get back out there, Duff and Matt will be back any time." 


| put my arm around him and pull him in for one more kiss, not quite willing to let go of him yet. "I love you 


much baby doll." 


"I love you too gypsy boy," he answers. "Come on, take me home, or back to the hotel | guess, we're not going 


home for a long time. 


Laughter 


Izzy. Just saying his name makes me smile. His arms are around me, his lips are on mine. | clench my hand in 
his hair and relish the feeling of his lips on mine. | thought I'd never have this again, that I'd never hold my 
gypsy in my arms ever again; that I'd never feel his lips on mine, never again get to stare into those 
otherworldly eyes. But fate had different ideas | guess (at least according to Duff who likes that idea) and Izzy 
found his way back to me and took care of me when | needed him most. Most of the past week is a blur of 
color and pain. | have little snippets of clear memory: Duff and Izzy busting into Axl's room and throwing him 
off of me, Izzy's terrified eyes as he bent over me and pulled my pants back up over my hips, the way his 
hands shook when he touched me. | remember nightmares and pain and Izzy always ready with a syringe full 
of bliss, always calm, always patient. | remember that night he first held me again in the shower and said he'd 
never let go of me; although that memory is a little fuzzy. 


| have no idea how Axl's dealing with the fact that Izzy and | are back together, | don't think he even knew 
until that morning he came to our door asking why our shows were being cancelled. Not having to go back to 
him is like a weight lifting off of my shoulders. | don't have to go back to being hit, | don't have to go back to 
being yelled at, | don't have to go back to being forced into sex. | still feel like I'm living in a dream; a good one 
this time and not a nightmare. | just can't believe | have Izzy back. Every time | open my eyes he's the first 
thing on my mind, he always has been; only now the thought brings a smile to my face instead of bringing a 
stabbing pain to my heart. 


Izzy's taken care of me since the night that Axl..l have to block out the thought of what happened in that 
hotel room, if | think about it too much I'll start to panic. When this happens | can't breathe and | break out in 
a cold sweat. My skin tingles and my hands jerk; | hate this feeling more than anything so | make sure | have 
enough smack in my system to numb myself. | keep having nightmares about Axl though and | guess l'm flailing 
around in the bed because Izzy always wakes me up sitting behind me and holding my arms at my side, and 
talking to me softly and trying to calm me down. He's been so good to me. That night in the shower when he 
was holding me and telling me he was never going to leave | really wanted to challenge him, to ask him what 
had changed but | was too tired and in too much pain to fight him. | wanted him to love me again so badly and 
| didn't want to screw it up so | just went with it. It felt too good to be back in his arms to let go and argue. 


He promises he won't leave me again and he seems to mean it. He's taken care of me for the past week, 
dealing with my nightmares, my constant need for smack because of the pain I'm in nearly all the time, me 
puking every time | ate and two hospital stays. Poor baby hasn't slept a full night all week and he's spent the 
past two nights sitting up in a chair holding my hand. Today is the first day I've felt anything close to normal 
and the first time I've been able to take care of myself in the shower. | spent the whole time working up the 
guts to kiss Izzy, like really kiss him. When | do finally press my lips to his its all | can do not to groan with 
relief. That spark is still there, the fire that lights inside both of us when we touch each other. Kissing Izzy 
felt like coming home too. So familiar and just right somehow. It erased every doubt | had about whether or 
not | should be with Izzy again This was where | belonged. It's funny because Izzy's sometimes thinking the 
exact same thing that | am; not a minute after | had that thought he pulled me into him, holding me against 


him tightly and said "You belong in my arms, you belong in my heart, | love you so much." I've wanted to hear 


that for so long, | missed him so much when we were apart. 


‘| love you too," | answer. Reluctantly we both let go and leave the bathroom to find Duff and Matt walking 
back into the hospital room. Duff is holding my discharge papers and | refuse to ride in the wheelchair the 
nurse brings. It might hurt a little to walk but | am not riding in that thing if | don't have to. Izzy slings his 
arm around me in the elevator and holds me close to him. | circle my own arm around his waist. Duff sees us 
and smiles. Apparently Duff is our biggest fan. Why the fucker wants us together | don't know but he says 
we're good for each other; that we belong together. Since | agree | just let him smile and revel in his glee at 
seeing us together. 


"So, how's Axl going to react to this? Seeing you two together again?" Matt asks warily. Fuck | miss Steven. He 
wouldn't be worrying about how Axl was going to react he would be threatening to fight him and saying all 
kinds of stupid things to make me laugh. 

"Don't fucking care how he reacts," Izzy says. "He can fucking suck my dick if he doesn't like it" 

"That sounds like it'll be drama free," Matt says sarcastically. 

Its Axl, there's always drama. He's drama personified man. Doesn't matter if those two are back together or 
never speak to each other again he'll find a way to create drama, that's what he does. Slash and Izzy might as 
well be happy while he's doing it. Axl's never happy. He wasn't happy with Slash when he had him and God 
knows Slash wasn't happy. | know you weren't here when they were together before but trust me, in the long 
run we're in for a lot less drama than we would be in Axl was still in the picture. Life will go back to normal 
now; well as normal as it gets," Duff says to Matt. 

When Izzy hears Duff bring up me being with Axl he winces a little and pulls me tight against him and grips 
me from behind kissing the side of my face softly. | turn towards him so | can kiss him for real and am 
rewarded with one of his beautiful smiles. "Well I'll be damned, Stradlin just smiled!" Matt says. "Are they 
always this touchy feely?" he asks Duff. 

"It's like getting smacked in the face with a wet blanket full of mush isn't it? Duff teases. 

"That's exactly what it's like," Matt laughs. 

"Shut up fuckers you're just jealous!" Izzy jokes. 

"| don't want to kiss Slash, or you so what would | be jealous of?" Matt asks. 


"Having someone to put your arms around every night," Izzy says. "You should try it" 


"Dude, | just joined the biggest band in the world! | plan on enjoying the perks of that for a while! Relationships 


are hard" 


"They don't have to be," Izzy says. Slash is easy, in more ways than one!" 
"Dude!" | interject. "Are you saying you slept with me because l'm easy?!" 


"No, but you were, that just made life a lot easier for me!" | just glare up at him in mock annoyance. He pulls 
me to him again and kisses me. "What? | like you like that, its easier to get some that way!" he teases making 
me laugh. It feels good to laugh; | haven't felt this good in months. When the morphine wears off | suspect I'l 
feel pretty bad again but for now it's nice to be happy and in love and pleasantly buzzed. 


Progress 


Two weeks go by and Slash's face heals, he gets his tooth fixed when we have three nights in one city, the 
only visible reminders of his attack are the yellowing bruise on his cheek and his ribs that are still purple and 
yellow and black. But they're getting better. They would probably heal faster if he would actually rest and not 
run around the stage like a maniac but there's no stopping him; it's just him-put a guitar in his hand and he 
turns into a force of nature. Every night after the concert | get Ronnie to smuggle us straight from the 
stage to the limo, no stops backstage to talk with fans or anything, just straight to the car and back to the 
hotel. Obviously the sexual side of our relationship is on hold but | don't care. I'm happy just having him in bed 
next to me every night. Every now and then he'll send me to the post concert party so | can pick up a chick 
or two and get laid; he's good to me. He knows its not pussy | want but him and he knows I'll be back in his 


bed before the sun comes up so its no big deal. 


Things between us have been good, it's almost like we were never apart except for the fact that we 
appreciate each other even more having been apart. We know what we lost and now that we have it back 
neither one of us is going to let go of it. | want him so much and it makes me feel guilty because | know after 
the incident with Nikki | didn't want anyone anywhere near me and | wonder if it bothers him every time | 
touch him or hold him. It's confusing because | never know if he wants me to touch him or if he doesn't and 


he's just not telling me. | just try and let him lead and be there when he wants me to be. 


Tonight Slash actually wanted to go to the party after the show; he spent a while making out with a tiny 
blonde that he was holding in his lap and | busied myself with her pretty friend. Eventually though he excused 
himself and caught my eye and nodded towards the door for me to follow him which | did a few seconds later 
when it didn’t look obvious. He's waiting for me in the bathroom, slumped against the wall, eyes glazed over 


from shooting up. "zz, get us out of here," he begs. 
"You ok?" | ask. 


"l'm fine, just too many people, I'd rather be alone with you," he says with a wicked little half smile. That smile.. 
| know what it means. I'm back with truck and Ronnie in under five minutes and they sneak us out a back door 
and into a limo. When we get back to the hotel | get Slash into the shower, groaning at the relief of the jets of 
hot water on his sore muscles. | join him and help him get cleaned up and ready for bed. He doesn't really need 
my help any more except after a show, he's either too sore to move or too high to stand up straight. Either 
way | don't mind doing things for him, it gives me an excuse to pamper him a little. | get both of us undressed 
and get some more anti-inflamatories into Slash. | lay him down in bed and take one of his hands and begin to 
massage the muscles in his palm. He groans and closes his eyes. "I love you baby doll," | whisper as | knead his 
sore muscles. Its a guitar player's heaven, nothing feels so good as having the soreness rubbed out of your 
hands after a night of playing. | feel the rest of his body turn to jelly as | work my own long, calloused fingers 
over his strong, muscular musician's hands. He returns the favor when l'm finished and l'm almost dozing when 


| hear his voice next to my ear “Iz, can | go down on you?" My eyes fly open. 


"What? 


| asked if | could go down on you?" 


"Yeah | heard you beautiful but is that something you really want? | don't need you to do that if you're not 
ready for something like that baby, I'll wait forever if | have to, but | don't want you doing anything with me 


you're not ready for." 
"No Izzy, | want to, please?" 


"Slash, you just being here makes me feel good | don't need sex to make me feel something good from you, | 


like it, but not until you're ready do | want it" 


lm ready, Izzy, come onjust relax" .and just like that he has his hands wound through my hair and his 
beautiful lips softly pressed to mine. My body reacts purely out of instinct and yearning for him. I'm rock hard 
and whimpering in his hands in seconds. He moves down the bed until his mouth is above my groin and 
suddenly my shorts are off and the tip of my cock is wrapped in his tongue. | moan and run my fingers 
through his hair, playing with the thick dark curls, running them through my fingers like silk | feel heat sear 
down my shaft as he slides his mouth down over me, completely enveloping me and | groan and whimper and 
press my dick towards this very wanted distraction from the drama of the band. I've wanted this for so long; | 
have to keep myself from grabbing his curls and pushing his head down. If | did that this would be over and I'd 
probably end up with a black eye. So | grip the sheets instead of his hair and groan again loudly as his mouth 
slides up and down my shaft. He stops for a second and looks up at me "You like that Izzy?" he asks me as he 
licks across the tip of my cock and then looks back up at me. 


"Are you seriously asking me that? Fuck, I've been wanting to feel your mouth on my dick for months!" | 


answer him. His eyes light up but he tries not to show it with his facial expressions. 


"Yeah? You wanted this?" he asks me and runs his tongue down my whole shaft. | suck in my breath and 


whimper. 


"Yes, | wanted that! Fuck | missed how good your mouth feels on my cock!" | reply, jumping when he swirls his 
tongue around the head of my dick again. "Please Slash, don't stop!" | beg. He smiles that evil little smile at me 
again and swallows me whole, holy shit that feels good! | run my hands through his hair, making sure not to 
pull it but | twine his curls through my fingers and moan as he keeps sucking me. It doesn't take very long for 
it to be over; I've wanted to feel this for so long. He remembers what | like, where | want to be touched, that 
| like to feel his teeth run over the back of my cock every now and then, that | like to feel his tongue pressed 
hard up against me; oh god I'm in heaven. "Fuck, I'm going to cum baby doll," | warn him before a wave of 
pleasure hits me that's so intense l'm left gasping for air. | hear myself cry out his name and | arch up into 


his mouth. He swallows it all and then licks up the drops that seep out as l'm coming down. 


| pull him to his feet and press my lips to his. | feel like I'm starving for him and all of that hunger comes out 
in my kiss. He kisses back just as hard; his tongue prodding my bottom lip so I'll let him into my mouth. | give 


up control to him and he explores my mouth with his tongue. | can feel how hard he is, he's pressing up 


against my belly. He kisses me harder and grinds his pelvis into mine, his hardness pressing into me. | trail my 
hand down his stomach, tracing tiny circles lightly on his skin. He grabs my hand and brings it to his crotch, 
thrusting into my hand that's palming him. "Ohhhh," he cries out letting go of my lips and drawing his breath 


back in with a hiss. 
| pull back and look at him. His eyes are dark and full of need "Baby do you want me to touch you?" 


"Please Izzy, he pleads pressing my hand against his cock even harder and rubbing against it. "Mmmm," he 


groans quietly. "Please, | want to feel your mouth on me." 


"You don't have to beg baby doll, | can't wait to wrap my tongue around you again," | breathe into his ear and 
he shivers at the contact. "Tell me what you want," | hiss and wrap my hand fully around him around him, 
shoving his boxers off with the other. | stroke my thumb up and over the head of his cock, smearing his pre- 
cum into his skin causing him to jump and moan loudly into my shoulder; no longer sounding timid and slightly 


afraid. 


| want you to suck me Izzy, | need to cum so bad, please do it," he begs, biting the bottom of my ear. | kiss 
him down onto the bed and move so that | can do what he asked and | look up into his eyes making sure that 
it's really ok for me to touch him this way. His eyes hold a crazy mix of emotions: fear, lust, need, sadness, 
relief, love, "Please," he begs. | smile and run my tongue up the length of him and he arches towards me and 
moans. | want to make this good for him and drawn out. | tease him for a long time; licking him and sucking his 
balls, taking his whole length into my mouth (which is no easy thing to do) and then backing off and swirling 
my tongue around the head of his cock. Finally when he's so worked up that he's whimpering and begging for 
me to make him cum | take him fully into my mouth and into my throat running my teeth up the back of him 
when | come up for air. | suck him in again and he bucks up towards my mouth and fists my hair hard and 
explodes screaming my name. | just keep going and his cum is shooting deep into my throat. | suck him until he 


goes limp and then move back over top of him and kiss him, smiling at the blissful look on his face. 

"Did that feel good baby doll?" | ask, teasing him. 

"Fuck Izzy", he whispers, "I saw stars. 

"Stars huh? Sounds pretty good to me." 

"It was so good Izzy..| need a cigarette," he sighs and pulls me down onto his chest. "Izzy?" 

"What beautiful?" | answer running my hand over his muscular chest. 

"| love you," he whispers stroking my hair. 

| sit up and look him in the eyes-"! love you too baby doll," | tell him. He doesn't say anything and | know it's 
because he can't control his voice. "Thanks for that, thanks for trusting me," | whisper, leaning my forehead 


against his. Tears well up in his eyes and finally spill over when | reach out and stroke his cheek. "Hey, don't 
cry gorgeous, you just got a blow job!" This makes him laugh which gets rid of the tears. "Want your smoke 


now?" 


"Yeah," he answers and | move to grab his cigarettes from the nightstand. | light two and hold one up to his 
lips. He takes a long drag off of it and blows smoke out into the air. He sits up and moves up beside me on the 
pillows. "Thanks lz," he says and | don't know if he's talking about the cigarette or the blow job but it doesn't 


really matter. 


"Anytime beautiful, anytime," | tell him. When my cigarette burns down | stub it out in the ash tray by the 
bed and pull Slash down onto my chest. He hands me his cigarette butt and | put it out and switch off the 
lamp. | kiss Slash on the top of his head but he's not having that. He moves up a little and kisses my lips. 


"Good night gypsy boy," he says. 


"Good night sweetness," | answer. He snuggles back into my chest and moves the arm across my chest up so 
that he can play with my hair. I'm shocked at how hard this one simple thing hits me, but it's such a familiar 
and intimate gesture; he used to fall asleep playing with my hair most nights, it was how | knew it was ok to 
tell him | loved him; when he was comfortable enough to fall asleep in my arms every night playing with my 
hair. | don't know why he does it, if it's a comfort thing or just how he shows you he loves you but | knew it 
wasn't something he would do if he didn't love me too. It was how | knew we'd crossed that invisible line 
between lust and love; when he started falling asleep in my bed whether or not we'd had sex fiddling with my 
hair. He had no reason to be there other than wanting to be and no reason to be affectionate if he didn't care 
to be. The first time he fell asleep in my arms stroking the ends of my hair and | remember thinking it was 
cute and that he'd never want to be caught dead doing it and that he wouldn't be doing it unless he really 
loved someone and then it sort of dawned on me that that someone was me and | was elated. l'm even more 
elated now because | know what it means to love him and have him love you back. To me it means everything. 


| squeeze him tight against me and whisper "Slash, | love you more than anything.” 


"I know Izzy, but | love you more," he answers. 
"Not possible," | tell him. 


"IFs possible, | couldn't have gotten through the last two weeks or so without you. If you and Duff hadn't 
busted into that room | would have cooked up enough smack to kill 3 horses and been dead before | even 
emptied the dart. Its what | was thinking about when, when Axl," and he trails off and | feel tears dripping onto 
my chest. 


"Don't cry baby doll, | know what you're trying to say," | whisper to him and stroke his cheek 


He breathes in deeply, trying to get control of his voice ‘Anyway, that was my plan until the two of you came 
flying into the room. It's all kind a blur of just pain and yelling and the two of you coming through the door and 
some of the pain stopping and Axl flying into the wall and then being carried | think by Duff and then | was on 
a bed and you were there and then Duff left and you were crying and didn't want me to know and | couldn't 
see you but | could tell by the way you were breathing you were crying and | didn't want you to cry and | 


wanted to hold you and make you stop crying but | could hardly move. | didn't know how you would treat me; 
you'd been ignoring me for so long. | couldn't believe it when you actually took care of me and not just did 
what you had to but you took really good care of me and made sure | was as comfortable as possible. | was 
so happy you were being so sweet to me and | was so afraid you would stop and | was so fucked up by what 
had happened; by my whole relationship with Axl. Izz, if you had been mean to me that night | would have 
found a way to kill myself. But you were so good to me and | knew by the time you brought me back out of 
the bathroom that you still loved me and | was so happy Izzy and so fucked up in the head too and | was 
afraid when | got better you wouldn't want me but you did. Izzy | love you more than | could ever figure out 
how to tell you. Words are hard for me. | could play you what you make me feel on the guitar but | could 
never explain it to you. Actually | probably couldn't play it for you either, it would be too fruity for me to 
stand!" 


"Yeah | know, you don't play love songs, that's ok | still know you love mel" | tease him. "But | understand what 


it is you can't explain, we fill in each other's spaces, you know what | mean?" 


"You mean we complete each other," Slash says looking up at me with beautiful eyes of his that are the 


windows to his heart. 


"That's exactly what | mean baby doll, see? It's true. You complete me and | complete you. | couldn't ask for 
anything better than your love. By the way- | would never have not taken care of you that night; no matter 
how much of an ass | had been before. | heard you guys fighting and | heard you crying and begging and then | 
heard you scream and | ran out of my room and begged Earl to let me in and he wouldn't, he shoved me out 
of the way so | punched him but he pushed me again so | ran to Duff's room for help. He opened the door 
before | even knocked; he was already on his way to get you out of there too. So we beat up Earl together 
and busted into Axl's room. | didn't know how bad it had gotten between the two of you until | heard you 
fighting through the wall that night but | heard your body hit the wall and | heard you begging him to stop 
beating you all | could think of was that | couldn't get to you fast enough; | didn't care what had happened 
between us | just knew | needed to help you and that | still loved you," | realize I'm rambling when he puts his 
finger to my lips and kisses my jaw. 


"I know, it's ok baby, | know," Slash says to me and moves up so that he can kiss me on the lips. His kiss is 
soft and gentle but its not lacking in emotion, it's a kiss that tells me he loves me and will always take care of 
me and | hope that's what he's getting from the kisses | give him back but | know there's desperation in mine. | 
so want him to know | won't leave again. But | realize he already knows this when he reaches up and strokes 
my cheek and my hair until he can feel me relax, until the desperation leaves my kisses. Finally he pulls back 
and smiles at me; not a big silly grin but a soft sweet smile and he leans his forehead into mine. 


"Ready for bed baby doll?" | ask him. | know he doesn't want to go any farther than we did tonight and he's 


tired and sore where his ribs are still healing. 


"Yeah," he says quietly and smiles at me again. | smile back at him and run my thumb over his beautiful lips 
and stroke his cheek. He kisses me softly one more time and then we both snuggle back down into the bed: me 
on my back and him with his head on my chest playing with the ends of my hair again. He's asleep as soon as 


he lays down. He's always worn out by the time we get to bed and his body is trying to heal, trying to knit 
bones back together and he's running around on stage every night like a wild man. He needs rest. | kiss the top 


of his head softly and drift into sleep. 


| wake up a couple of hours later to him thrashing around and mumbling to himself in his sleep. Another 
nightmare. They make me want to fucking rip Axl's throat out because they fuck with Slash's head so badly. 
He'll wake up absolutely terrified; sweating and screaming and fighting me as | hold his arms down so he 
doesn't hurt himself. Then he'll realize where he is and who | am and that it was all a dream and he'll collapse 
into me and cry himself back to sleep while | try and comfort him. 

True to form Slash's movements become more violent. | move behind him and lift him up, pulling him up 
between my legs and moving him so that his back is resting against my chest. "No," he says in a wounded 
voice and | shake him a little. 

"Slash, wake up baby doll, it's Izzy, I've got you. You're safe, it's just me." He jerks awake and tries to free 
himself from my hold, scrambling to force my hands away from him but he calms down once he hears my 
voice and feels me start to rock him gently. | whisper to him trying to soothe him and calm some of the fear 


he feels. "It's ok baby doll, its ok I'm here with you, you're safe." Finally he relaxes and nuzzles into me. 
‘lm sorry Izzy. I'm sorry | keep doing this to you," he whispers. 


‘Nothing to be sorry for, I'm always here to catch you when you fall, that's what love is remember? And | 
love you." He grips me tightly. 


‘| love you too Izzy," he sighs. Eventually he gives in to the comfort and falls asleep on my shoulder like a little 


kid. | can't help but smile at him; he looks so cute. It's nice to be holding my whole world in my arms again. 


Greedy Bastard 


About a month later we're somewhere in Germany. One night he comes out of the bathroom wrapped in a 
towel, wet black curls dripping down his back. | try and pay attention to my magazine and pretend my dick's not 
getting hard under the blankets. He's not having that though and tosses the magazine to the side and crawls 
up onto the bed and overtop of me. "What are you doing baby doll?" | ask him and he gives me that naughty 
grin that means something sexual is coming. 


"Whatcha doin Iz?"he asks with a stupid grin on his face. 


"Well, | was reading a magazine but apparently I'm not now. What are you doing? Just feel the need to 
interrupt my reading? | mean | know it's not those 500 page novels you blow through but it was interesting!" 


‘Mmmm but | have something more interesting for youl" he says. 
"Yeah? What might that be?" | tease. 

"Me," he says giving me a quick kiss. 

"Who says l'm interested in you?" | ask him. 


He pretends to pout for a second and then wickedly grinds his hips into mire. "It's pretty obvious, feels like you 
have a little problem here" he laughs rubbing himself against my hardness. 


| don't think it's just me who's having that problem," | laugh and tug the towel off of his waist revealing his 
own erection. "Come here and stop being a teasel" | snake my arms around his waist and he lowers his mouth 
down onto mine. He pulls down the blankets that are separating us and settles himself between my legs. | would 
normally know exactly where this is going but we haven't slept together since Axl so | try not to get my 


hopes up and not to push. 


He deepens the kiss and | groan into his mouth. His lips move timidly down my neck and he nips at my earlobe 


drawing a gasp out of me. | can feel his heart pounding in his chest and see the nervousness in his eyes. 
"Hey, you ok baby doll?" | ask him quietly. 
"Yeah," he says shakily. "It's just been a while." 


‘Its ok sweetness, you don't have to be nervous. Come here, relax, is it ok if | touch you?" | ask him pulling 


him closer. 


"Yeah, you can touch me Izzy," he whispers but his eyes are still afraid. 


"You sure baby?" 


"Yeah," he says and takes a deep breath. | guess if | can get him through his first time ever with a guy | can 
get him through this. | pull him down beside me and press a gentle kiss to his lips. He kisses back timidly and | 
stroke his hair softly. 


"You ok?" | ask him. 


‘lm good," he says relaxing a little. | continue to kiss him and little by little he settles down and I'm able to 
slowly run my hands up and down his chest and back. | try and keep my caresses gentle so he'll relax and open 


up to me. 


"Its ok baby doll, you're ok. Let me love you," | whisper into his ear. | gently kiss down his neck and then back 
up to the soft spot behind his ear which is particularly sensitive. He groans when my lips touch his skin and | 
smile into his neck. | continue to kiss and lick and suck at that spot and run my hands softly down his stomach 
to his groin. | wrap my hand around his cock and start to stroke him and slowly he starts to respond, growing 


harder in my hand and letting out a little groan "That's it; feel good baby doll?" | ask him. 
"Yeah Izzy," he sighs and closes his eyes. 

"You sure you want to do this? We can stop," | tell him 

"No, | don't want to stop, | want you," he pants thrusting into my hand 


"Then you had better go get something to use for lube, I'll be right here," | tease him rolling onto my back and 
displaying myself to him. He smiles and gets up and goes into the bathroom coming back with a bottle of lotion 
He crawls back onto me, more confident now and kisses me hard. | thread my fingers through his curls and 
kiss back encouragingly. He wraps his hand around my shaft and strokes me softly and | groan and buck my 


hips towards his hand. "Come on baby doll please, | want you so bad" | moan as he squeezes me harder. 


Its like those words bring him to life and he rubs his erection over my belly and against my own hard shaft. | 
groan, I've wanted this for so long. | pull him down into a kiss and he kisses me hard, nipping at my bottom lip 
before prying my lips apart with his tongue. | surrender my mouth to him and he takes advantage of it, 
swirling his tongue around my mouth and massaging my tongue with his and sucking on my bottom lip. He 
groans into my mouth and | run my hands down his chest. He breaks the kiss and starts to suck on my 
earlobe and lick my ear which drives me crazy. | moan and twist around under him and he grins at me and 
starts it up again. He does it until lim panting under him and then moves down and kisses my neck and licks 
down to my collar bone and back up and nips my neck causing me to squeak. He moves his lips back to mine 
and | return his kiss passionately. He moves down my chest and bites at my nipples and | whimper. He goes 
down further and circles his tongue around my belly button and tickles my sides making me laugh. He knows 
how ticklish | am. Then he moves down to lick and suck my balls and | groan out loud. | want his hot mouth on 
my cock but he's not giving it to me yet. He rolls me over and spreads my cheeks and starts licking and toying 


with my ass. His tongue slips inside me and licks around my entrance and l'm moaning and squirming and 


begging for more. | want him inside of me so badly. Finally he rolls me back over and runs his tongue up the 
length of my cock. | cry out his name and he grins wickedly. He swirls his tongue around the head and suddenly 
swallows me whole. | grip his hair and buck my hips up towards his mouth. He scrapes his teeth against me on 
his way back up and | start breathing raggedly. He sucks me hard on his way back down and flicks his tongue 
quickly as me moves up again. "Slash, | pant, your mouth feels so good, so hot and wet and and l'm gonna..He 
swallows me again and | erupt in his mouth and down his throat. | cum screaming for him. My orgasm is hard 


and so satisfying. Slash milks my dick for every last drop before he lets me go. 


"Oh my fucking god Slash," | say when he lets go. He just grins and kisses me and | can taste myself in his 
mouth. 


"Feel good gypsy boy?" he asks. 

"You know it did" | respond 

"Do you want me Izzy?" he teases. "Tell me you want me 
"| want you to fuck me Slash," | tell him. 


‘Mmmmmmm, guess I'll have to then," he says in his sexy bedroom voice. He grabs the lotion that he brought 
out of the bathroom and slicks up his fingers. He moves back to my lips and pushes one finger into me. | wince 


and he pulls back and looks at me. "You ok Izz?" 


"Yeah, don't stop ok? You know it just hurts at first. He moves over and starts licking and sucking my ear and 
slides his finger in and out of me and when I'm panting about that he slides in his second and third fingers. | 
wince again but almost immediately | cry out in pleasure as he runs his fingers over my prostate. He doesn't 
even have to feel out where it is, he still knows my body and all of my erogenous zones. He scissors his 
fingers and stretches me out and teases me a little more by stroking my prostate every now and then. When 
he pulls his fingers out | whimper at the loss but in a few seconds | feel the delicious pressure of his lubed up 


dick pressing my entrance. He's such a fucking teasel 
"You ready baby?" he asks. 


"Please put it inl" | squeak frantically. He bites his lip and pushes gently into me. | groan push my hips towards 
him as he slowly fills me. He's so big which necessitates a lot of stopping and starting but he feels so good, I'm 
in fucking heaven. Once he feels my body adjust to him he starts to slide in and out of me slowly. | groan as 
his cock drags over my prostate and speeds it up, hitting that magic spot every time. "Harder baby, please!" | 
beg. He smiles and starts to move faster groaning as | fist his curls. | feel my body tensing up, my balls 
tightening as | get ready to cum. 


He feels my muscles tightening inside and says "Cum for me Izzy because l'm gonna fucking lose it soon! Your 
tight ass feels so fucking good Izzy." Suddenly it hits me, a pleasure so intense that | stiffen up and yell 


arching my back. My ass clamps down on Slash's cock and he cries out my name as he cums just as hard as | 


do moaning and growling the whole time. | can feel the warmth of his cum deep inside me and my own cum 
splatters onto my stomach and chest. Slash rides me until he cant stand to be touched anymore. He pulls out 
and surprises me by licking every drop of cum off of my chest and stomach and then collapses beside me on 
the bed and pulls me onto his chest. We both lay there catching our breath for a minute and I'm the one who 
breaks the silence. 

"Jesus Christ, | need a cigarette!" | sigh and sit up on my elbow smiling at him. "You ok baby doll?" | ask him. 
"Fuck yeah," he says still breathing hard. "| love you Izz" 


"| love you too baby. Shit | can't believe it's been nine months since the last time we did that. You realize that 
l'm gonna need you to do that more often, probably every day now right?" 


"Izz, you're still a greedy bastard!" he laughs. 


"Yeah, but | can't help being greedy for you, you're so fucking good! Besides, it's not like you're not getting 
anything out of it!" | protest. 


‘Guess that makes me a greedy bastard too then," he says and pulls me back down for another kiss. 


Protection 


That one night of sex opens the fucking floodgates. All | can think about is fucking Izzy. Fucking Izzy in hotel 
beds, in the shower, on the bathroom sink, against the balcony railing, in dark hallways backstage, on a road 
case behind the bus hoping not to get caught; we fuck constantly like wild animals. My thoughts are on fire 
with him all the time. It feels like it did in the beginning; like when we first got together except now l'm 
desperately trying to fill up a painful hole in my heart by making love to Izzy. It's sort of working but if I'm 
truthful with myself something inside of me is still really broken Izzy knows it too and he's trying, he's really 
trying to tease the pain out and make it go away but I'm at a loss as far as telling him how to do it. | don't 
know what it is | need, | don't even think it's something he can do, it's something | have to do myself. 


There's still so much of my relationship with Axl that Izzy doesn't know about, things that still sneak up on me 
unexpectedly and hit me like a ton of bricks. The stuff Axl did to me comes out in my nightmares, crazy 
dreams that Izzy wakes me up from that leave me a wreck. Izzy's always there though when | wake up; arms 
around me, whispering in my ear that its just a dream, that I'm safe. | hate that | wake him up multiple times 
a night most nights with my nightmares, it's also just embarrassing that I'm a grown man who wakes up 


screaming like a little kid because | had a bad dream. 


So that's one place my relationship with Axl is still present; in the nightmares that leave me shaking like a leaf. 
Another place he still shows up is in my reactions to things. If Izzy moves too fast or | catch sight of him in 
my peripheral vision when I'm not expecting it or if he pulls my hair a little too hard in bed; all of these things 
trigger something defensive in me. I'll throw my hands up in front of my face, flinch away, or in the case of 
my hair being pulled outright freeze; the last one not always being good for Izzy's orgasms. Again, he's patient, 
reassuring, always carefully wrapping his arms around me and reminding me he won't hit me. He won't come 
out of nowhere and punch me for some imagined slight, he won't pull my hair as hard as he can and fuck my 


throat not caring if | can breathe or not. 


| also can't let Izzy fuck me. | can fuck him all day every day but | can't let him do it to me. We tried once and 
| freaked out and threw him off of me. | felt terrible about it; it wasn't even like | didn't want him, | did. | just 
completely freaked out in that last second. | felt his dick push against me and | totally panicked. Again he was 
so patient, so good to me; eventually all this patience is going to run out. How can he not be sick of me now? 
I'm sick of me. | hate so many things about myself at the moment. | hate that | wake up screaming and crying 
once or twice a night and my boyfriend has to hold me and whisper to me until | can at least stop shaking and 
get my voice back. | hate that | cry at the drop of a hat over things that | shouldn't cry over; like Izzy asking 
what I'm dreaming about or the way that he sometimes comes up behind me and puts his arms around me 
and kisses the side of my neck and tells me he loves me. Why does that make me tear up? Crying is for 
pussies and | fucking do it all the fucking time now; it's disgusting. | hate that | fucking flinch every time Izzy 
moves too quickly around my head because l'm used to having to throw my arms up to deflect punches. Axl 
would come out of nowhere raging about things and punch the living daylights out of me. After the first 
couple of times any movement that was quick and near my body became suspect. | hate that Axl still dances 
around me onstage at night putting his hands all over me and making my skin crawl. | heard Izzy threaten Axl 


one night after a show where he was particularly touchy feely with me; he threatened to leave the band and 


take me with him and Axl's backed off some since then. 


In order to make all of this go away l'm drinking almost a gallon of Jack a day sometimes and shooting up way 
more than | should. | stopped some when Izzy and | started having sex again so that | could actually have sex 
and remember it but some nights when | come offstage and Axl's been touching me or when | wake up in the 
middle of the night and | can still feel his breathe on my neck, still feel phantom pains in random places on my 
body, or still deal with the ever present and very real throb in my ribs which still aren't healed | just want it 
to go away. Nothing feels so good as that needle in my arm that makes me not give two fucks if Axl shoved 
his dick up my ass and ripped me all to hell. Nothing tastes as sweet as that burning whiskey that makes me 
forget all the times he called me a useless piece of shit and backhanded me while he was riding me. Nothing is 
so wonderful as being too obliterated to remember how he told me day in and day out how Izzy would never 
want me ever again because | was a no good cheating asshole who didn't deserve him. | believed every word of 
it too except for the cheating part because | knew the truth but | knew Izzy would never want me again 
because | saw the disgust in his eyes when he looked at me. | felt his cold disdain and heard his silence loud 
and clear. In my mind | re-lived the second | saw his heart break that morning in the kitchen over and over 
and over. Anyway, even if | hadn't been fooling around with Axl that morning | did in the end. In the end | did 
exactly what he thought | had been doing anyway and | hated myself for it. | deserved whatever | got for 
doing that; even though we weren't together | regarded every touch from Axl as a betrayal of Izzy but | 
allowed it happen. Maybe | was a no good cheating piece of shit after all 


But Izzy betrayed me too. Izzy dragged me into his crazy world, into his heart, and | fell for him hard. | had 
never been in love like that before. | would have done anything for him; if he had asked me to jump off a 
bridge, no problem. Lick the kitchen floor of our nasty little apartment, sure thing. If he had asked me to strip 
off my clothes onstage in front of forty thousand Aerosmith fans and shake my dick at them | would have 
done it waving Steven Tyler's stupid microphone scarves over my head knowing full well I'd go to jail and that 
Steven would hang me with them later. | loved him that much. | loved him that much and he wouldn't even 
hear a word | said when his crazy best friend stuck his hands down my pants while | was trying to make a 
cup of coffee. No, he just slammed my head into the refrigerator and shut me out completely. Did he think I'd 
sleep in front of his fucking bedroom door with a concussion he gave me if | wasn't telling him the truth? H | 
had really wanted Axl wasn't that the perfect opportunity to go running to him? Once Izzy "caught" me with 
him if | had wanted to be with him why didn't | just go straight for him? Why sleep on the hard, cold, floor 
with a headache that made me want to die if | didn't want Izzy anyway? If | had wanted Axl why didn't | just 
make my way straight to his bed? Why wouldn't he even listen to what | had to say? How could Izzy think I'd 
just up and betray him that way? 


Eventually, | got used to the pain, booze and smack helped numb it and a sweet little 19 year old piece of ass at 
the Cathouse who had a thing for me was a nice distraction Her name was Kelly and she had long dark hair 
and big brown eyes just like Izzy. She was fun to talk to and she liked riding my cock. She lived with Steven's 
old girlfriend Adriana in a tiny apartment around the corner from the club. We spent a lot of time getting 
stoned and getting naked and she understood about Izzy. She knew she was just there to pass the time and 
have fun and she never got pushy or whiny about it like some girls do. When Axl came along and started 
putting the moves on me she warned me not to fall for it but | just thought she was jealous; | should have 


listened to her. 


When Axl started hitting me | hid the bruises as much as | could; | didn't want the other guys to think | was a 
pussy who let their boyfriend beat them up; especially Izzy. It all seemed to happen so fast and | didn't know 
what to do; | mean Izzy had never hit me and if you're in a relationship with a girl you don't hit them period 
but what about another guy? Is it ok to hit back? If | wasn't fucking him | would have hit him back in a 
heartbeat. | had no idea what to do and sometimes | did hit him back; some nights there were knock down drag 
out fights that left our bedrooms in shambles. | know Izzy heard these arguments and he started seeing the 
bruises but he never said a word; at least not that | know of. It hurt that | didn't even like guys before Izzy 
and then his crazy friend broke us up all so that | could be in a relationship with him where he beat the living 
fuck out of me for fun and Izzy just looked the other way. Sometimes | hated Izzy for that. | loved him so 


much it hurt but sometimes | hated him at the same time. 


But | know that this very thing haunts Izzy. The fact that he turned me on to guys and then left me to go 
down in flames with his former best friend that he knew was crazy instead of believing me. | know it hurt Izzy 
to see what he saw in the kitchen that morning but he never even tried to give me the benefit of the doubt; 
he never gave me the chance to explain. That hurts me more than anything; that after all the time | put into 
the relationship, no matter how much | showed him | cared he still ran at the first sign of trouble. | took care 
of him for two solid weeks when he had pneumonia just before everything went to shit, carried him to the 
bathroom, sat up with him all night when he couldn't stop coughing, kept him medicated and fed and as 
comfortable as possible and he still thought | was fooling around with Axl in the kitchen? If he loved me so 
much why wouldn't he hear what | had to say? Why did he run? When he started hearing the fights and 
seeing the bruises why didn't he say something? | can tell that it's killing him now. He's spent hours apologizing, 
sobbing out his regret and shame and what do | say to that? It's ok? It's not fucking ok but | can't change it. 
Its not like | don't want him, not like | love him any less because of it. | couldn't love him less, it's not in me, 
he's the air | breathe; my heart and soul belong to him but l'm so angry at him for abandoning me and for 
not telling me what to do when the guy you're dating starts hitting you and for drawing me into whatever is 
between him and Axl in the first place! I'm so angry I'd like to throw him up against the wall and beat the fuck 
out of him! | want him to know how badly the past several months have hurt in more ways than one! | want 
him to know what | dream about every night and how terrified | am in those dreams and how l'm just as 
terrified every waking minute that he's going to leave me again and | know that if that happens | won't be able 
to handle it. 


But at the same time | want to protect him; | won't tell him what | dream about because | don't want him 
feeling any more guilty than he already does. I'd never hit him no matter how angry | was at him because I'd 
never be able to live with myself for putting him through that experience. It's not just the pain of getting hit, 
that's just one part of it; it's the shock and the shame and the emotional hurt that are the worst. | could 
never do that to Izzy; he's been through it before, shit he's been through it with Axl, but | never want him to 
feel any of those things because of me. | love Izzy and I'd do anything to protect him including keeping him safe 
from my own feelings. He'd kill himself with guilt if he knew everything and | don't want him to feel that. | just 
want him to be happy, to love me, and to feel love in return. So | just keep my mouth shut, keep myself as 
numb as possible, and try to love Izzy as best | can. Holding Izzy in my arms is like holding my own heart 
outside of my body and he, like my heart is fragile. | won't do anything to break him; even if I'm breaking 


because of it. 


So Broken 


Author's Notes: 

Shine a light into it 

Shoot a cannon through it 

Spill it all and hope you find a way to make it through it 
Cause down is up and up is down 

And love lies dying on the ground 

-Sister Hazel- 

Listening to this while writing this chapter 
htps://www.youtube.com/watch?v =6x43bbcPIDg 


| zzy 


Slash is drowning. My baby doll is drowning and | don't know what to do to save him. Every day | watch him 
drift further and further away and no matter how tightly | hold on he just keeps sinking. His nightmares are 
getting worse, he cries over everything; and this is a man who would rather die than be caught crying. 
Sometimes in bed if | move too quickly or grip him too tightly he'll immediately flinch, throw his arms up to 
protect his head or just out and out freeze altogether. This embarrasses him to no end so of course he 
shoots up even more to make it disappear or he stays so drunk that his reflexes are too dull to react that 
way. | don't know what to do. I've tried talking to him about the drinking and how much he's using and why but 
he just looks at me with those huge brown eyes full of pain and says "It hurts Izzy and | don't want to feel it." 
What the fuck do | say to that? I've had to shoot him up with coke twice in the past few weeks because he's 
almost od'd and | needed for his heart to beat faster or he was going to drop dead. He's thrown up all over 
the bed and we had to change rooms. He's socked me in the jaw when he was somewhere between awake and 
asleep when he was having a nightmare and | was trying to get him to wake up. It is not easy to be with him 
right now. He's a total fucking wreck. 


The only things that seem to make him happy are playing his guitar and having sex. I'm not complaining about 
either as those two things make me happy too. Every night he plays like the devil lit a fire under his ass; its 
amazing how good he is. But every night | watch Axl ooze all over him and | can see Slash cringe and grit his 
teeth as he tries to make it look natural when he slides away and tries not to scream. Axl totally takes 
advantage of the fact that Slash won't call him out and shove him away in front of the audience too. One night 
he was getting really touchy with Slash and Slash looked like he was going to have a nervous breakdown. He 
even dropped his cigarette. | told Axl after the show that night that if he ever found himself all over my 
boyfriend like that again he would be short two guitar players. He's made sure to keep his hands to himself a 
little more but not completely. That was the night | got punched in the jaw trying to wake Slash up from 
whatever horrible nightmare he was having. 


The dreams are getting worse; more violent and even more frequent. They've been that way since we started 
having sex again a couple of weeks ago. I've tried to talk to him about it, tried to get him to tell me what he's 
seeing in his dreams but he won't. He won't tell me about them at all and | know he's trying to protect me by 
keeping me in the dark about the hell he went through so | won't feel guilty but it's killing him which makes me 
feel even worse. All | can do is hold his terrified, shaking form every night and try and kiss the fear away 
while he pants and tries to catch his breath. I've told him we don't have to have sex; I've tried to get him to 
just lay with me and go to sleep but honestly l'm just as hot for him as | ever was and he's not any better. 
Any time we get a half an hour alone our pants end up around our knees and we can't suppress the satisfied 
grins on our faces when it's over. We fuck like there's no tomorrow and for us sometimes it feels like there 


isn't. I'm afraid he's going to kill himself with heroin before tomorrow comes a lot of the time. 


He takes me up against the wall, on my back, bent over a couch in one of our dressing rooms and in every 
hotel bed we sleep in. | live to feel his lips on mine and his cock in my ass. Sick thing to live for | guess but 
whatever; nobody has ever made me cum so hard in my life. The only downside is how much | want to make 
love him and he is so far from ready for that. | don't mind bottoming; especially for him but | wish | could 
give him back what he's giving me. | pretty much suck at expressing myself in any other way and my heart's 
about ready to explode. As it is my every caress, every kiss is filled with how much | love him and my longing 
to show him for hours at a time. It's frustrating on multiple levels but | refuse to lose my patience with him 
for something that's not his fault. I'm amazed we are where we are given everything that's happened to him, 
maybe we're only there because we were together before. | do know that he's trying to make the darkness 
inside of him go away any way that he can; if he can't fuck it away he'll drink it away and if that doesn't work 
he'll get high until he all but disappears. 


Things come to a head one night in Detroit when | drag him back to the hotel room after the show completely 
wasted. | have to physically drag him down the hall through the raging party headed up by Matt and Duff and 
| drop him on our bed as soon as | get him through the door. "Izzy | want to go to the party," he slurs. 


"I think you partied enough baby," | tell him. "Let me get you undressed and put you to bed" 
"Don't tell me what to do Izz, I'm a grown up," he snaps. 


"Then act like one!" | tell him. 


"Fuck you, you act like you care now, you wanna tell me what to do, where were you when | needed you to tell 
me what | should do huh? Where were you when | could have used your help six months ago? Busy being an 
asshole that's where you were! So don't fucking act like you can tell me what to do now!" he yells and lurches 
off of the bed and towards the door. 

Well that's new; he's never yelled at me. It really hurts because he's right. | wasn't there for him and I've 
been kicking myself every day since then. "I already told you | was sorry for that! What else do you want me 
to do? Jesus fucking Christ Duff and | hauled you away from Axl, | took care of you every fucking day! I've 
cried and cried and cried! | sat in the hospital for three fucking days sleeping in a fucking chair! I've cleaned up 
your puke and bathed you and carried you and | know | was a piece of shit to youl I'm sorry | didn't believe 


youl You didn't see what | saw! | should have listened to you and | can't explain to you why | run away when | 


get hurt because | don't really know except | can't deal with pain! I've been through a lot of it! It's not an 
excuse it's just how it fucking is! | thought maybe | had gotten past it with you; that you weren't going to do 
something to hurt me and then | saw you and Axl and | thought | was going to die! | thought | was going to die 
every day and every night until | had you back in my arms. But then there was just more pain, watching you 
hurt so much hurts me. Every time your heart breaks mine breaks for you! I'm sorry | didn't keep you safe 
from Axl; | thought you would know better! | didn't know he was beating the living fuck out of you; you 
wouldn't let me see you without your shirt on and almost all of those bruises were under your clothes! | saw 
some on your face but | also heard the two of you fighting, we all heard you! Why didn't you tell any of us? 
Why didn't you tell Duff? He would have helped you! Fuck | would have helped you! I'm sorry | didn’t know, l'm 
sorry | wasn't watching more carefully! | thought you wanted him! That's what you wanted us to think and if 
the two of you wanted to smack each other around that was your problem; | didn't know it was one sided! | 
guess maybe | should have but | didn't and I'm sorry! | don't even know what really went on between you, you 
won't fucking tell me! How am | supposed to help you with something | don't even know about? Goddamit | kick 
myself every day for pushing you away and ignoring you when you tried to talk to me; what else do you want 
from me? You want me to fucking bleed for you? What else can | do just tell me because I'll do it; l'd do 
anything for you! | love you baby doll, I'm watching you drown and | don't know how to save you. What do you 


need from me? 


He slouches against the door and slowly slides to the floor. For a second | wonder if he's just passed out but | 
hear a tiny whimper from under his hair. | move towards him and sit down on the floor next to his limp form. 
| don't say anything but he moves towards me a little and | hold out my arms. He scoots over to his right and 
curls into a ball with his head leaning on my shoulder. | squeeze him for a second and he sighs. 

"Baby you need to go to bed; come on, I'll help you up. | pull him to his feet and lead him over to the bed. He 
flops back on it like a broken doll. | pull his boots off and then try to get him to sit up so | can get his jacket 
off but its not happening. | sigh and roll him onto his side so he won't die if he throws up in his sleep. Since 
he's sprawled across the bed | guess I'll sleep on the couch. Not really what | was looking forward to but I'd 
rather just let him sleep like that than work to get him maneuvered into a normal position on the bed; l'm 
tired. | throw my clothes into a pile on the floor and jump into the shower. When I'm done | grab a pillow off of 
the bed and grab the extra blanket that's inside the little closet just inside the hotel doorway. | spread the 
blanket out and cover myself; closing my eyes and pretending l'm comfortable, it beats a bare mattress on a 


concrete floor | guess. 


| wake up later to cold, wet, hair dripping onto my shoulder and the sensation of being lifted into the air. | blink, 
trying to get my bearings and get smacked in the face with a curtain of freshly washed black curls. | snort in 
protest and | get a mumbled "Sorry," and Slash turns his head a little and | feel soft lips press against my 
temple. 


"IFs ok," | whisper. He lays me down on the bed and crawls in next to me, covering us both with the thick 
comforter. l'm shivering a little because it's cold in the hotel room and warm arms wrap around me from 


behind and pull me close and | turn over and nuzzle my face into his neck. "I love you," | whisper into his ear. 


‘| love you too Izzy," he answers. "I'm sorry about what | said earlier; | was drunk, | shouldn't have said 


anything. 


"No, you should have, you were right, you have every right to feel that way. | fucked up big time and l'm 
sorry. I'm going to be sorry every day for the rest of my life. | wish | could go back and change things but | 


can't. All | can do is try and make up for it now," | tell him. 
"No," he says softly. 


"What do you mean no?" | ask momentarily panicking and sitting up to look at him. 

He reaches up and pulls me back down to him. "I mean no, | don't want you to spend forever making up for 
anything; that's not living. Just start over with me ok?" 

| sigh into his shoulder. "I'd love to but first we need to talk. You're dying inside because you won't tell me or 
anyone else what happened between you two other than the obvious. Your way of dealing with that is to get 
obliterated. Once in a while; fine but this every day so drunk or high you can't fucking stand up thing? | don't 
like it and it's not you. | miss you, the real you. | miss that sweet boy with the killer smile | fell in love with. | 
miss that guitar player that could charm the pants off of any woman anywhere any time of day or night. | 
miss the guy who connects everything back to snakes somehow and who gives me in depth explanations of 
those vampire novels you read. | know that guy is in there somewhere underneath the stumbling drunk. | know 
he's changed and he's damaged and he's hurting but he's still there and I'd do anything to find him. | see him 
sometimes but its hard. Will you please tell me whatever it is that you're hiding; tell me what happened? You 
know | won't judge you or anything; I'm just here to listen when you're ready. | love you so much and nothing 


you tell me could make me love you any less ok? It doesn't change anything for me. 


"How about now?" he says in a rush. We could talk now, I'm still drunk enough to talk now. If | get too sober I'l 


never get it out." 


"Ok, what you want to talk about baby doll?" | ask him and move over so that we're curled up on our sides, 
forehead to forehead, legs tangled together, hands stroking and touching. | brushed the hair back out of his 
face so | could see those beautiful brown eyes. He was so pretty laying there in the moonlight, no shirt, wet 
hair, sparkling eyes. The ugliness of what happened with Axl spilling out of his mouth doesn't match the sight 
of him. 


"When I'm dreaming its one of two things-the time he held me underwater in the pool so long | thought my 
lungs were going to explode or just, just..you know. | thought | was going to die right there in our backyard. 
Nobody was home but Axl and me and he got mad at me for throwing water on him and he shoved me under 
and wouldn't let me back up. Every time I'd get him off he'd find some way to shove me back down | couldn't 
breathe and | was almost to the point of letting go and inhaling water just as a reflex when he finally let me 
up. | left him there in the pool and he yelled after me and told me that | couldn't fucking walk away from him, 
that he would always find a way to get to me. | locked him out of my room that night but he picked the lock 
or something and | woke up and he was laying next to me begging me to forgive him and telling me how sorry 
he was and | wouldn't say it was ok; | told him to go away and get the fuck out of my bed! | was so freaked 
out that he had gotten into my room even though the door was locked. So he got pissed again and punched me 
in the stomach; he left after that but Izzy he had gotten into my room. He told me he would always get to 
me and he did. It scared the fuck out of me," he whispers. | grip him tighter trying to keep him safe from 


swimming pools and psychopaths in my mind. The thought of him being held underwater and not being able to 
breathes makes me shudder. Both the fact that he could have drowned and the thought of his fear make me 
want to tear my hair out. I'm not sure | want to hear anything else because it's only going to upset me and 
make me want to kill Axl even more than | already do which is why Slash didn't tell me in the first place. Now | 
understand what all the flailing around is about; in his dreams he's fighting to get above water. The fact that 
Axl managed to get into his room through a locked door freaks me the fuck out even though it's nothing | 
haven't seen him do before but it's different when it threatens my lover. | bury my face in his hair as l'm 
confronted with just how fragile life really is and how quickly it could be over. The thought that | could have 


lost him permanently makes me feel sick to my stomach. Shit any of us could be gone at any time. 


Slash starts talking again and | wish he would stop so | didn't have to hear any of these things but it's like the 
dam has broken and he can't be quiet. "The other thing | dream about is just laying there while fucked me; the 
first time, the last time, most of the time, I'd just get so wasted that | couldn't even be bothered to fight him 
off. | just wanted him to fucking leave me alone! He wouldn't though and the more | fought him the more he 
wanted it! It was all the time; every day, every night, constantly and | didn't fucking want to do it and he knew 
it and I'd get punched for that shit. If | looked at you on stage he'd hit me. If | wouldn't go to bed at the same 
time he did he would hit me. If | didn't want to have sex he'd hit me. If | didn't want to go out at night he'd hit 
me. He'd hit me for fucking everything Izzy! I'd lock him out of my room and he'd get in somehow anyway! I'd 
wake up to him fucking me sometimes! | shouldn ‘t have been so fucking stoned | slept through some of that 
shit but the more it happened the more stoned | got! He's really into kinky bondage shit too which meant | got 
tied up and fucked a lot. You know l'm not into that whole pain as pleasure thing and he thought that was 
funny so he got off on hurting me even more. He'd slap me while we were having sex, choke me, squeeze my 
cock so he could control when | could get off or just to hurt me if | wouldn't do what he wanted. He used to 
pull my hair so hard l'm surprised chunks of my scalp didn't get ripped off. Once or twice when he came he 
put his cigarette out on my skin so he could hear me scream while he got off. He did it under my arm so the 
scars wouldn't show. He'd always wait until we were alone in the house so no one would hear me yell. He'd also 
make me hurt him; he liked having his hair pulled, he liked for me to choke him, it was crazy and | hated doing 
it but | hated getting beaten for it more. And Izzy | never knew whether or not | should hit back! | mean if he 
was a girl | was with | wouldn't hit him; does it make a difference if it's a guy? | had to defend myself 
sometimes but | felt even worse if | hit him back! | know | shouldn't have just let him do what he wanted to 
me but | didn't always feel like getting hit, it was easier to fucking give in. Sometimes l'm still afraid I'm going 
to wake up and he'll be sitting there looking at me. | never found a lock that could keep him out; he always 


found a way in. The only reason he's staying away now is because of you!" 


Panic is starting to rise up in his voice and | quickly move to comfort him with soft kisses to his face. He 
settles down a little but | can still feel his heart racing. "You're ok, I'm here; | won't let him hurt you again," | 
soothe. He sighs and curls further into me and | try to get closer to him but it's not physically possible. | feel 
helpless in the face of his feelings. There's so much brewing beneath the fagade of drunken cool that he tries 
to maintain Pain, disgust, anger, fear, regret and that's probably just scratching the surface. | wish that my 
love was enough to make those feelings go away but | know that it isn't. My love might be a paintbrush that 
colors his world but there's no eraser that comes with it, whatever | paint is permanent and | have to paint 
over any mistakes or imperfections. | have to start the painting of us again, whitewashing parts of the canvas 


where the colors were too dark. Unfortunately | can't do that to the parts | didn't create. 


"| don't even know what to say baby doll. I'm so sorry all of this happened, I'm sorry for my part in it, | wish | 
could go back and erase all of it for you but | can't. You don't know how badly | want to do that. | wish | could 
fix everything for you and protect you all the time but | can’t. | love you so much. You're my whole world and 
all | want is for you to be happy. What can | do to make you feel better sweetness so that you don't have to 
numb yourself up all the time?" 


"| don't know Izzy, | don't know what to tell you about that," he says and looks down, ashamed of his heavy 
drug and alcohol intake. "I'm sorry, I'll try to cut back." 


| cut him off with a kiss and he kisses me back urgently, always gently, never hard enough to hurt but full of 
want; but it's not really his body that's wanting its his heart. He's scrambling to fill the black hole in his heart. 
He's relieved at not having to talk anymore. His mouth feels good on mine and | sigh and tangle my fingers in 
his wet hair. Kissing him makes me realize how very much | crave his touch and how much | missed him when 
he and | weren't together. | move my hand out of his hair and slowly run it down his back. He pulls me tight to 
his waist so that he's in direct contact with my cock and can rub himself against me. He makes a tiny 


strangled sound in his throat as he stiffens up and feels me do the same thing. "You ok baby?" | ask him. 


"Yeah, I'm good," he says and rubs himself against me again | hiss at how good it feels and he moves himself 
overtop of me. This is something he can handle, something that doesn't require talking and he throws himself 
at the opportunity to cease talking about things that hurt him. It's also his way of apologizing but | need to do 
some apologizing of my own. "Hey, just kissing for now ok? Relax and let me make you feel better," | whisper 
into his ear. | keep my hands above his waist and start out kissing him softly, stroking up and down his chest 
gently; my hands feeling out the contours of his body as if it's the first time. Then | run them up his back 
and into his curls and around to cup his face. "I love you baby doll," | tell him. "Lay down and let me do the 
work; you don't have to be scared and it doesn't always have to be about somebody else; it's ok if its just 
about you sometimes. 


He gives me an unsure, insecure look. | wrap my hand around his dick and stroke it slowly and he bites his lip. | 
stroke him until he's panting and thrusting into my hand and then flip him over and run my tongue up his 
shaft. He groans and his hips jerk upwards towards my mouth. | keep him wanting though and bring my lips 
back to his and he desperately tries to grind against me again but | move backwards and kiss down his jaw. My 
lips move down his neck and around his ear and | softly suckle that spot behind his ear that makes him crazy 
and keep going down into his collar bone and over his chest. He's practically purring and his hands move into 
my hair and his breathing is speeding up. | slow him down again by whispering sweet things in his ears; how in 
love with him | am, how | love to watch his fingers fly over guitar strings, how sweet his kisses are, how 
beautiful he is to look at, how strong | think he is for surviving so much, how | could happily spend the rest of 
my life with him. 


His eyes go wide at that one. "Do you mean that?" he asks so quietly | almost couldn't hear him. 


"| wouldn't say it if | didn't," | reply. "You're my everything baby," | don't ever want to be apart from you 
again If | lose you | lose my soul. | already lost my heart to you and the first time you told me you loved me 


that was it; | was yours, your name was branded onto my soul forever. | need you, do you understand? You 

told me a long time ago you needed me and | failed you when you needed me most. | fucked up and I'm sorry. 
But | want to try again, | can't make up for it but I'd like to start over and try and love you right, the way 

you should be loved. What do you say?" 


"You know | do gypsy boy," he chuckles. "I need you too, are you always going to be there for me? When some 
jerk has me shoved up on the counter with his hands all over my dick are you going to get him off of me? 
When | can't figure out why the fuck I'm crying are you going to make me laugh? When | wake up at night 
freaking out and thinking l'm drowning and bust your lip open are you going to hold me anyway and tell me I'm 
safe? Are you going to love me even though | feel like I'm broken in some huge and terrible way and help me 
figure out how to fix it?" He asks, looking down and away. 

"I will. If you can trust me enough to give the chance I'll always be there," | assure him and tilt his face 
upward so that his eyes are looking into mine. They're so full of pain and now l'm the one crying. "I'm sorry 
Slash, I'm so sorry baby doll," | cry. He pulls me down beside him and we lay there for a long time not talking, 


just staring into the other's eyes. Finally he moves and kisses me again. 
‘| love you Izzy," he says and moves me back on top of him. 


"I love you too Slash," | answer. | move down to kiss him again and he whimpers and whines and moans quietly 
underneath me, desperately trying to get me to touch him even though he knows that the more he struggles 
for it the longer I'll drag it out. | finally pin his hips to the bed and take him into my mouth and he lets a loud 
groan of relief and | laugh quietly to myself. He's nothing if not predictable in that he's impatient in bed. His 
moans get louder as | slide my mouth up and down him; taking him into my throat and feeling him twitch as he 
gets closer to the edge. | run my teeth over him as | move up and he stiffens up; clutching at the bed sheets 
and my hair and letting out a loud "Mmmgggghhhh" as he fucks up and into my mouth. 


| suck him until the spasms stop and he winces and pulls away slightly. | move over beside him and pull him 
back to my lips; my kisses full of pent up feelings that | can't find any other way to express. His hand moves 
down to my cock and | bat it away. "What about you?" he whispers, eyes searching mine in the dark. 


"Don't worry about me, I'm fine. Its ok to let me just take care of you, I'm a big boy, | can handle it" | move 
my hand down to my groin and start to jerk myself off. He watches me with his eyes still glazed from his own 
climax and then reaches out and wraps his hand around mine. | try and swat his hand away but he grips me 
harder and moves his hand with my own and I'm so fucking hard from listening to him cum while his dick was 
in my mouth that the added pressure of his hand closing around my own causes me to blow my load 
immediately. His eyes move down to watch and mine close in pleasure. My breathing finally slows down and | 
move my hand away from my crotch and roll onto my back and stare at the ceiling for a second. | sit up a 
little and look for something to clean up with and see the towel Slash must have dropped on the floor when he 
got out of the shower; perfect. | lean over and pick it up, and move to clean myself off but Slash takes the 
towel away from me and gently cleans the sticky white liquid off of our stomachs and our hands and the bed 
sheets. | watch him do it and I'm struck again by how absolutely beautiful he is. | want to tell him that but all 
| can get out is "I love you baby doll." 


"| love you too Izzy," he says and | take the towel away from him and toss it on the floor. | pull him into my 
arms and there's no resistance, no anger, no fight, he just relaxes into me. | realize how grateful | am to have 
him here in my arms. He could have died in that pool. He could have died any time since then. He could still be 
sleeping in Axl's bed and getting hit every night. My heart could still be breaking with his absence; although it's 
breaking for him anyway. | love him more than my life and, laying there in that hotel bed with him completely 
at peace for the moment, my arms wrapped around his, his breath coming softly and evenly, | was happy for 
the first time in a long time. | stroked his dark curls back away from his face and watched him fight sleep 
long enough to tell me goodnight and then his eyes closed. | just watched him for a few minutes and smiled at 
how he could go from 60 to Zero and back like it was nothing. | moved one of my hands to intertwine with his 
and wrapped the other arm around him and closed my eyes too; realizing that | was holding everything | loved 


and it could have so easily slipped away forever. 


